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Nr 


ACTVS PRIMYS. 


Enter the Ghoſt of CAndrea and with him Reuenge. 
*  Gheft. 


en this eternall ſubſtance of my ſoule, 
N NE; Du lue impriſond in my wanton fleſh; 


i 
| Though not ignoble, yet interiour farre 
To gratious fortunes of my tender youth: 

For there in ptime and pride of all my yecres, 
By duetious ſeruice, and deſcruing loue, 

In ſecret I poſſeſt a worthy Dome, 

which hight ſweete Bel-imperia by name: 

But inthe harveſt of my ſommer joyes, 
Deathes winter = bloſſoms ot my blifle, 
Forceing divorce berwixt my loue and me: 
For in the late conflict with Portmgale, 

My valour drew meinto dangers mouth, 

Till life to death made paſſage through my woundes? 
When I was ſlaine, my loule deſcended ſttaight 
To paſſe the flowing ſtreame of eMcheron 

To churliſh Cha, onely Boat-man there 
Sayd,that my rites of buriall not performde, 

I mightnor fit amongſt his paſſengers: 

Ere Sol had ſlept three nightes in T bets lap, 
And ſlakt his ſmoaking Chariot in her floud, 
By Den H.ratio our Knight-marſhals ſonne, 
My Funerals and Obſequies were done: 

Then was the Feri man of Hel 1 
32 zz 


W „Nin Coortier in the Spaniſh Court: 


My name was Don eAndrea, my diſcent 


Eich in their function ſeruing others neede, 


T9 


a Ae gene. 
To paſſe me oner to the ſlimie ſtrond, 
That leades to fell Au ougly waucs 
There ng Cerberxs with honied ſpeach, 
I paſt the perils of the formoſt porch, | 
Not farre from hence amidſt ten thouſand ſouls, 
Sate e H mos, Eacus, and Rbadamant: 
To whom no ſooner gan | make approch, 
Tocraue a paſport for mywaodring Ghoſt, 
But Minor in grauen leaues of Lottene, 
Drew forth the manner of my life and death, * 
This Knight (quoth he) both liv'd anddyed in love. 
And for his loue tryed fortune of the Warres. 
And by Wars fortune loft both loue and lite, 
Why then ſayd Eacus, conuey him hence, 
To walk: with Loue tes in our fields of loue, 
And ſpend the courſe of everlaſting time, 
Vader greene Mutle trees and Cypers ſhades. 
No, no, ſayd Rbadamant, it were not well, 
Wich louing ſoules, to place a Marruliſt; 
He died in warte, and muſt to Martiall fie ldst 
Where wounded Hettor lines in laſting paine, 
And Achil;s Mermedons to ſcoure the plaine. 
Then mos mildeſt cenſor of the three, 
Made this deuice to end the difference, 
Send him(quoth heYo our infernall King: 
To doome him as beſt ſeemes his Maieſſie: 
To this effe & my paſport ſtraight was drawne, 
In keeping on my way to Pla Court, 
Through dreadfull (ſhades of euer glooming night: 
I ſaw more fights then thouſand tongyes can tell, 
Or pennes can write, or mortall hartes can thinke, 
Three wayes there were that on the right hand fide, 
Was ready way vnto the fore {aide elch, 
Where Lovers live, and bloodie Martialiſtes: 
But either ſort containd within his beundes, 
The left hand path declining fearcfullic, 
Was readie douneſall tothe deepeſt hell, 
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Where bloodie furies ſhakes their whippes of flele, 
And poore Ixiam turnes an endles whee 
Where Vuters are choakt with melting gold, 
And Wantons are imbraſte with ouglic Snakes, 
And Murderers gteeue with euerſtilling woundes, 
And Periurde wightes ſcalded in boyling lead, 
And all foule fins with tormentes ouerwhelmd, 
Twixt theſe two wayes, I trode the middle path, 
Which brought me to the faite C l greene; 
ln middſt whereof, there ſtandes a ſtately towre, 
The Wales of Btaſſe: the Gates of Adamanr: 
Heere finding Pluto with his Proſerpine, 
I ſhewed my paſport humbled on my knee; 
Wheteat fayre Proſerpine began to ſmile, 
And begd that onely ſhe might giue me doome. 
Plato was pleaſde, and ſealde it with a kiſſe. 
Foorthwith Rexenge ſhe rounded thee in th'eare, 
And bad thee lead me through the gates of Horror 2 
Where dreames haue paſſage in the ſilent night. 
No ſooner had ſhe ſpoke, but we were here, 
I wat not how in twinckling of an eye, 
Renenge. 

Hen know Andrea.that thou art arriud, 

Where thou ſhalt ſee the author of thy deatht 
Den Balthazar the Prince of Pertingalt, 
Depriu'd of life by Beer,; 
Heere fit we downe to ſee the myſterie, 
And ſerue for Chorus in this Tragedie . 


Enter Spaniſh lung. General, Caſtile, Hirronoms., 
King. 
I Ow fay Lord Generall,how fares our Campe? 


Gen, All well my ſoueraigne Leige, except ſome few 


That arc deceaſt by fortune of the warre. 
Kmng. But what portends thy cheercfull countenance, 

And poſting to our preſence thus in haſt ? 

Speake man, bath fortune giuen vs yiftory ? 


A 3 Generall 
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Gene. Victoris my Liege, and that with little loſſe. 
Kung. Our Portingales will pay vs tribute then. 

ene, Tribute, and wonted Homage there withall. 
ing · Then blelt be heanen, and guider of the heavens, 
From whoſe faire influence ſuchiuftice flowes. 
Caſt. O multum diecte Deo, tibi militat ether, 
Et coniurate curuato poplito gemtes 
Sucenmbunt vecti ſorer eſt victeria iuris. 
King. Thankes to my louing brother of Cal. 
But Generall, vnfolde in briefe diſcoutſ- 
Y our forme of Battell, and your Wees fhcceſſe, 
That adding all the pleaſure of thy newes 
Vaco the height of former happineſle, 
With deeper wage and greater dignitie, 
Wee may reward thy blisfull chiualrie. 
Gene. Where Spaine and Portmgale do ioyntly knit 
Their frontires, leaning on each others bound: 
T here met our Armies intheir proude aray, 
Both furniſh well; both full of hope and feare : 
Both menacing a like with daring ſhewes, 

Boch yaunting ſundry colours of deuice, 

Both chearely founding trumpets, drummes,and fifes, 

Both ray ſiug dreadfull clamors to the skie, 

That vallies, hilles and rivers made rebound, 

And he auen it ſelfe was frighted with the ſound. 

Our Battels both were picht in ſquadron forme, 

Each corner ſtrongly tenſt with winges of ſhot: 

But ere we ioynde and came to puſh of Pike, 

I brought a ſquadron of our readieſt ſhot 

From out our Reateward, to begin the fight. 

They brought an other wing to encounter vs: 

Mcane while, our Ordinance played on either (ide, 

And Captaines ſtroue to haue their valours tride. 

Don Pedro theit chiefe Horſemens Coronell 

Did with his Coronet brauely make attempt, 

To breake the order of our Battel/-rankesz — 

But Don Rogers, worthy man of Warre, 
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Marche foorth againſt him with our Musketiers, 
And ſtopt the malice of his fell approch: 

While they maintaine hot skirmiſh too and fro, 
Both Bactailes ioyne, and fall to bandic blowes: 
T heir violent Sha reſembling th Oceans rage, 
When roaring loude, and with a ſwelling tyde, 

It beates ypon the rampires of buge Rockes, 

And gapes to ſwallow neighbour bounding landes : 
Now while Bellona rageth heete and there, 
Thicke ſtormes of Ballets ran hike Winters hayle, 
And ſhiuered Launces,darkt the troubled ayte. 

Pede pes & cuſpide cuſprs, "3: 
Ann: ſonant amuis, vir petiturque viro. 

On euery fide drop Captaineꝭ to the ground, 
And Souldiers lie maimde, ſome ſlaine outright: 
Heere falies a body ſundered from his bead, 
There legges and armes lie bleeding on the graſſe, 
Nlingled with weapons and vnbowed ſteedes, 
That ſcatcering, over ſpted the purple plame. 

Un al} this turmoyle three long hours and more, 
The victorie to neither part inclinde, 

Till Don Anarea with his braue Launciers, 

In their maine Battell made ſo great a breach, 
That halfe diſmayde the multitude retirdet 

But Bahar the Portinggales young Prince, 
Brought reſcue and encouragde them to ſtay, 
Heere- hence the fight was eagerly tene wd, 

And in that — was Anareaflainc, 

Braue inan at armes, bye weake to Bab, 

Vet while the prince inſulting oucr him, 


Breatli*d out proud yaunts, ſounding to out teproch, 


Friendſhip and hardie valout ioynde in one, 
Prickt footth Horacio our Knight=marſbals ſonne, 
To challenge forth that Prince to fingle fight 
Not long berweene theſe twaine the fight indurde, 
But ſtraight the Prince was beaten from his hotſe, 
Aud foreſt to yeelde him priſoner to his tow 


When 


The Spaniſh T ragedis, 
When he was taken, all the eſt they fled, 
And our Cathines purſued them to the death, 
Till Phabns waning to the Weſterne deepe, 
Ouc Trum were — to ſound tetreat. 
King. Thanks good L. Generall for this good newes, 
And tor ſome argument of more to come, 
Take this and weare it for thy Soncraignes ſake. 
But tell me now, Haſt thou confirmd a peace ? 
Gen. No — my lea ge, but peace condicionall, 
That if with homage tribute be well payd, 
The fury of your Forces will be ſtays, 
And to this peace the Vice-roy hath ſubſcribde. 
— the R. a paper. 
And made a ſolemne vow that during life, 
His tribute ſhalbe truely payd to Spaine. 
Kung. Jheſe words, thete deeds become thy perſon wel. 
But now Knight Marſhall, frolike with the king, 
Fot tis thy ſonne that winnes the battels prize. 
Heire, Long may he live to ſerue my ſoucraigne liege, 
And ſoone decay, vnleſſe he ſerue my liege. 
Aus a farre F. 
King, Nor thou nor he ſhall die without reward. 
What meanes this warning of this Trumpet found ? 
Gen, This tels me that your Graces men of Watte, 
Such as wattes fortune hath reſeru'd from death, 
Comes marching on towards your royall ſeate, 
To ſhew themſclues before your Maieſtie, 
For ſo I gaue in charge at my depaer, 
Whereby demonſtration ſhall ap 
T hat all (except three hundred or few mere) 
Arc tafe returnd, and by their foes inticht. 
T be Armies enters, Balthazar betweens Lorenzo 
_ and Hora — 
King. A gladiome fight, I long to fee them heere. 
8 N T bey enter and ie by. 
Wies that the war-like prince of Pg. Tha 
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That by our Nephew was in triumph lech 
Gen, It was my Liege, the Prince of Portinggale. 
King. But what was be that on the other fide, 
Helde him by th'arme as partner of the prize? 
liere. That was my Sonne my gracious Soucraigne, 
Of whom, though from his tendet infanc ie, 
My loving thoughtes did neuer hope but wellz 
He neuer pleaſd his fathers eyextill vow, 
Nor fild my hart with ouer cloying ioyes. 
King, Goe let them march once more obout theſe walles, 
That ſtaying them, we may conferre and talke 
Wich our braue priſoner, and his douldle Gaurd. 
Hirronimo, it greatly pleaſeth vs, 
That in out victorie thou haue a ſhare, | 
By vertue of thy worthy Sonnes exployt. Enter gane. 
Bring hither the young Prince of Portingale, 
The reſt march on: but ere they be diſmiſt, 
We will beſtow on euery Souldier two Duckets, 
And on euery Leader ten, that they may know 
Our Larges welcomes them. 
| Eren «ll but Bal. Ley, Hor. 
Welcome Des Bahbazar,welcome Nephew, 
And thou f/aratio thou art welcome too: 
Youog Prince, although thy fathers hard miſdeedes, 
In keeping backe the tribute that he owe, | 
Deſerue but euill meaſure at our handes: 
Yet ſhalt thou know that Spaine is henourable. 
Bal. The treſpaſſe that my Father made in 
Is now contrould by fortune of the Warres: a 
And Cardes once dealt, it bootes not ase why ſo. 
His Men are ſlaine, a weakning to his Realme: 
His Colours ceazd, a blot vnto his name, 
His Sonne diſtreſt, a eotſiue to his hart: 
Theſe puniſhments may cleare his late offence, 
Keg: I Balthazar, if he obſerues this truce, 
Our Peace will grow the ſtronger for theſe Wartet: 
Meane yhile,live thou as _ not in libertie, 1 
p ct 
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Yet from bearing any ſeruile yoaker 
For in our hearing thy deſartes were great, 
And in our ſight thy ſelfe art gracious. | 
Balt. And ] ſhallftadie to deſerve this grace. 
Ring. But tell me, for their holding, makes me doubt, 
To which of theſe twaine art thou priſoner? 
Lor, To me my Liege. 
Hor. To me my Souetaigue. 
| Lor, This hand firſt tooke the Courſer by the raines. 
Her, But firft my Launce did put him from his Horie. 
Loy. I ceaz'd his weapon and cnisyde itfirſt. 
Her, But firſt I forſt him lay his weapons downe. 
Kg Let go his arme ypon our priniledge. 
Let hum go. 
So wotthy Prince, to whether didſt thou yeela: 
Bal. To him in curteſie, to this perforcet 
Hee ſpake me faire, this other gaue me ſtrokes : 
Hee promiſde life, this other threatned death: 
Hee wan my loue, this other conquered mee: 
And trueth to ſay, lyeeld my ſelſe to both. 
Hiero, But that I know your Grace for iuſt and wiſe, 
And might ſeeme partiall in this difference, 
Inforſt by nature, and by law of Armes, 
My tongue ſhould plead for young Heratior right. 
He hunted well that was a Lions death, 
Not he that in a garment wore his skin: 
So Hartes may pull dead Lions by the beard. 
Ring. Content thee Marſhall, thou ſhalt haue no wrong, 
And for thy ſake thy ſonne ſhall want no right. 
Will both abide the cenſure of my doome? 
Lor. I crave no better then your Grace awardet. 
Hor. Nor I, although I ſit beſide my right. 
Ming. Then by my iudgement thus your ſiriſe ſhall end, 
You both deſetue, and both ſhall haue reward. 
Ne phew, thou cookſt his Weapon and his Horſe, 
His Weapons and his Horſe are thy reward, 
Horatio, thou didſt force him firſt to yecld, 
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His ranſome therefore is thy valours fee: 
Appoynt the ſumme as you ſhall both agree. 
But Nephew,thou ſhalt haue the Prince in guard. 
For thine eſtate beſt fitteth ſuch a gueſt. 
Horatios houſe were ſmall for all his trainet 
Yet in regard thy ſubſtauuce paſſeth his, 
And that iuſt guerdon may befall deſart, 
To him we yeeld the Armour of the Prince. 
How likes Den Bathazar of this deuice? 
Bal. Right well my Leige, if this prouiſo were, 
That Don Hloratio beate vs companie, 
Whoml admire and loue for chiualrie. 
King. Horatio, leaue him not that loues thee ſo. 
Now let ys hence to ſee our Souldiers paide, 
And feaſt our priſoner as our friendly gueſt. Exennt, 
Emer Vicerey, Alexanaro,Ullupps, : 

Vice. Is our Eœbaſſadour diſpatcht for Spaine? 

Alex. T wo dayes(my — paſt ſince his depart, 
Dice. And tribute payment gone along with him? 
Alex. I my good Lord. 

Vice, Then reſt we heere a while in our vnreſt, 
And feede our ſorrows with ſome inwarde ſighs, 
For deepeſt cares breake neuet into teares. 
But wherefore fit I in Regall throne, 
This better fits a wretches endles moane, 
Yer this is higher then my fortunes reach, 
And therefore better then my (tate deſerues. 
Falles tothe ground. 

I. I, this earth, Image of melancholie, 
Scekes him whom fates adiudged to miſerie : 
Heete let me lie, now am I at the loweſt. 

Qui iacit iu terra nen habet unde Cadat, 

In me conſumpſi vires fortuna uscrndo, 

Nu ſupereſt ut iam pesfit obeſſe magics. 
Yes Fortune may bereaue me of my Crownet 
Heere take it no, let Fortune do her worſt. 
She will not tob me ofthis Sable weede 3 | | 
9 Ono, 
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O no, ſhe enuies none but pleaſant thi 

Such ĩs the folly of deſpighttull — 
Fortune is blind, and ſecs not my deſartes, 

3o is ſhe deafe, and heates not my lamentes : 

And could ſhe heare, yet is ſhe wilfull mad, 

And therefore will not pitiie my diſtreſſe. 

Suppoſe that ſhe could pittie me, what then? 

What hel pe can be expected at her handes, 

Whoſe foote ſtanding on a rowling ſtone, 

And minde more mutable then fickle windes / 

V Vhy wayle I then where's hope of noredreſſe? 

O yet, complayning makes my griefe ſcemeleſle. 

My late ambition,hath diſtaind my fayth, 

My breach of fayth, occaſion'd bloody warres: 

T hoſe bloody warres, hath ſpent my treaſure, 

And with my treaſure, my peoples blood, 

And with their blood, my ioy & beſt beloued, 

My beſt beloved, my ſweete & onely Sonne. 

O wherefore went I not to warre my ſelfe? 

T he cauſe was mine, I might haue died for both: 

My yeeres were mellow, his but young and greene, 

My death were naturall, but his was forced. 

Alx. No dought my liege but ſtill the prince ſuruics. 
Vice. Sutuies, | where? 
Alex in Spaine a priſoner by miſchaunce of warre, 
Vice. Then they haue ſlaine him for his fathers fault. 
Alex. That were s breach to common law of Armes. 
Vice. They reake no la wes that meditate reuenge, 
Alex, His ranſomes woorth will ſtay from foule revenge 
Vice. No if he lived, the newes would ſoone be heere. 
Alex, Nay, euill newes will flie faſter till chan good. 
Vice. Tell me ne more of newes, fot he is dead. 
Udlap. My Soueraine, pardon the Author of ill newes, 

And lle bewray the fortune of thy ſonne. 
Vice. Speake on, Ile guerdon thee what ere it be, 

Mane eate is readie to teceiue ill newes, 

Mine hart growne hard gainſt miſchicfs batterie : 
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Stand vp I fay and tell thy tale at lorge. 


Vil. Then heare the truth which theſe mine cies haue ſeene 


When both the Armies were in battell joyn'd, 

Den Bahlbazar amidſt the thickeſt treupes, 

To winne renowne, did wondrous feates of Armes: 

Amongſt the reſt, l ſaw him hand to hand 

In ſingſe fight with their Lord Genetall, 

Till Akxendro that heere counterfeites, 

Vader the colour of a duetious friende, 

Diſcharged his Piſtoll at the Princes backe, 

As though he would haue ſlaine their Generallz 

But therewithall Den Balthazar fell downe, 

And when he fell, then began we to fliet 

But had he lyued, the day had ſure been ours. 
Alex, O wicked forgetie : O trayterous miſcreane. 
Vice. Hold thou thy peace i but now Wellyppe lay, 

Where then became the carkaſle of my ſonne? 
Villa. Iſawthem drag it to the Spaniſh tentes. 
Vice. I, I, my nightly — haue tolde me this : 

Thou falſe, vnkind, vnthanłfull trayterous beaſt, 

Wherein hath Balhazar offended thee, 

That thou ſhouldſt thus betray him to eur foes? 

Way'c Spaniſh gold that bleared ſo thine eyes, 

That thou couldſt ſee no part of our deſertes ? 

Perchaunce becauſe thou art T erſerass Lord, 

Thou hadſt ſome hope to weare this Diademe, 

If firſt my Sonne, and then my ſelfe were ſlaine: 

But thy ambitious thought ſhall breake thy necke, 

I, this was it that made thee pill his bl 


T ake the Crowne and put it on 4g ame. 


But Ile now weare Ii till thy blood be ſpilt. 


Alex, Vouchſafe(dread Soueraigne) to heare me ſpeake, 


Vice. Away with him, his fight is ſecond hell, 
Keepe him till we determine of his death. 
It Balrbazar be dead, he ſhall not live. 
Uulaype follow vs forthy reward. 
Vill. Thus have I with 1 enuious forged tale, 
Zo | 


Deceiued 
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Deceiued the King, betrayd mine enimie, 
And hope for guerdon of my villanie. f 
Emer Flor atio and Nel umperia. 

Bel, Signor Horacio, this is the place and houre, 
Wherein I muſt intreat thee to relate. 
The circumſtance of Don Anareas death: 
Who liuing,was my garlandes ſweeteſt flower, 
And in his death, hath buried my delightes. 

Hor. Fot loue of him, and ſeruice to your ſelſe, 
I will refuſe this heauie dolefull charge : 
Vet teares and fighes I ſeate will hinder me. 
When both our Armies were enioynd in fight, 
Your worthy Chauilier amidſt the thickſt, 
For glorious c auſe, ſtill ayming at the fayteſt, 
Was at the laſt, by young Don Balthax ar 
Encountred hand to kand : their fight was long. 
Their hartes were great, theit clamours menacing, 
Their ſtrength alike, theit ſtrokes both dangerous. 
But wrathfull Nemeſis that wicked power, 
Enuying at ¶Anartas prayſe and worth, 
Cur ſhort his life, to end his prayſe and worth: 
She; (he her ſelſe, diſguiſde in Armours maske. 
As Pallas was before proude Pergamus) 
Brought in freſh ſupply of Halberdiers, 
Which pauncht his Horſe,and dingd him to the ground 
Then young Dan Baitbazar with rathles rage, 
Taking aduantage of his toes diſtreſle, 
Did finiſh what his Halberdiers begun, 
And left not till Andreas life was done. 
T hen{(though too late) incenſt with iuſt remorce, 
I with my band ſet forth againſt the Prince, 
And brought him priſoner from his Halberdiers. 

Bel. Would thou hadſt ſlaine him that ſo ſlew my laue. 
But then was Den Andreas carkaſſe loſt? 

Hor. No, that was it for which I chiefly ſtroue, 
Nor ſtept I backe till I recouered him: 
I cooke him vp, and wound him in wy armes, 


And 


- 
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And wilding him vnto my priuate tent, 


There laide him downe,and dea de him with my teates, 


And ſighed and ſorrowed as became a friend: 

But neither friendly ſotrowes, ſighes, nor teares, 

Could win pale death from his vſurped tightt 

Jet this I did, and leſſe I could not dot 

I ſaw him honoured with due funcrall. 

This Scarfe pluckt off from his liveles arme, 

And weareit in remembrance of my friend. 
Bel. I know the Scarfe, would he had kept it ſtill. 

Fot had he liued he would haue kept it Rill, 

And worne it for his Bel-tmperias faket 


For twas my fanour at his laſt depart, 


But now weare it both for him and me, 

For after him thou haſt de ſeruꝰd ir beſt; 

But for thy kindnes in his life and death, 

Be ſure while Bel-imperias life endures, 

Etc vill be Don Horatios thankfull friend. ' 

Her. And (Madame) Don Horatio will not ſlacke, 

Humbly to ſerue faire Bel-imperia. 

But new if your good liking ſtand thereto, 

Ile craue your pardon to go ſeeke the Prince, 
For ſo the Duke yourf —_ gaue me charge. 

Fel. I, go Horatio, leaue me heere alone, 

For ſolitude beſt firs my cheereles moodes 

Vet what auailes to wayle Andreas death, 
From whence Heratis prooucs my ſecond loue? 
Had he not loued Anares as he did, 

He could not fit in Bperias thoughtes. 

But how can loue finde harbour in my breſt, 
Till I revenge the deatk ofmy beloued. 

Ves, ſecond loue ſhall further my teuenge. 

Ile loue Horatio my Andreas friend 

The more to ſpight the Prince that wrought his end. 
And where Don Balthazar that ſlew my loue, 
Himſelfe now pleades for fauour at my handes, 


He ſhall in rigour of wy iult diſdaine, 
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Reape long repentance ofhis murderous deede t 
For what waſt elſe but murderous cowardiſe, 
So many to oppreſſe one yaliant Knight, 
Whithout teſpect of honour in the fight: 
And here he comes that murdred my delight. 
Enter Lorenzo and Balthazar. 
Le. Sifter, what meanes this melancholy walke? 
Bel. That ſor a while I wiſh no companie. 
Lor. But heere the Prince is come to viſite you. 
Bel, That argues that he lives in hbertie. 
Bat. No Madame, but in pleaſing ſeruitude. 
Bel. Your priſon then behke is your conceite. 
Bale. I, by conceite my freedome is enthralde. 
Fel, Then with conceite cnlarge your ſelfe againe. 
Balt, What if conceite haue layde my hart to gage? 
Bel, Pay that you borrowed, and tecouer it. 
Baut. I die if it teturne from whence it lies, 
Bel. Ahartles man and liue s? A miracle. 
Bait. I Lady, loue can worke ſuch miracles. 
Lor. Tuſh, tuſh, my Lord, let go theſe ambages, 
Aad in plaine tearmes acquaint her with your loue. 
Ba. What bootes complaint, when there's no tewedie, 
B«/, Ves to your Gracious ſelſe muſt I complaine, 
Ja whole faite avſivere lyes my remedie. : 
Oa whole perſection all my thoughts attende, 
On whoſe aſpect mine eyes finde beauties bowre, 
In whoſe tranſluceat breaſtes my hart is lodgde. 
Bel. Alas my Lord, theſe ate but des of courſe, 
And but deuiſde to drive me from th place. 
Sbe going in, lers ſa l ber — Hotatio 
Communy out take, vp. 
Hor. Madame, your Gloue. 9 
Bel, Thankes good ratio, take it for thy paines. 
Bal. Signior Horatio ſtoopt in happy time. 
Hor, I reapt more grace then I deleru'd or hop d. 
Lor. My Lord be not diſmayde for what is paſt, 
You kaow that women oft ate humeroust 


Theſe 
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Theſe cloudes will overblow with litle winde, 
Let me alone, Ile ſeattet them my ſelfe: 
Meane while, let vs deviſe to ſpend the ume 
la ſome delightful ſportes and reuelling. 

Her. T be King, my Lord, is comming hither ſtraight, 
To fealt the Portingale Embaſſadour, 
Things were in teadines beſore I came. 

Bat. Then heere it firs vs to attende the King, 
To welcome hyher our Embaſſadour, 
And learne my Father and my Countries health. 


Enter the banquet trumpet;,the King ud Embaſſadonr, 


King. Sec Lord Embaſſadour, how Spame entreates 
Their priſoner Bathazar,thy Viceroyes ſonne : 
Wee pleaſure more in kindnes then in watres. 

Embaſ. Sad is our King, and Portmeale lamentes, 
Suppoſing that Don Balthazar is ſl ine. 

Bat. So am | ſlaine by beauties tirannie : 
You ſee, my Lord, how Balthazar is ſlaine. 
I frokke with the Duke of Ci ſonne, 
Wrapt euetie houre in pleaſures ofthe Court, 
And grac'd with fauours of his Maieſtie, 

Kmg. Put off your greetinges till our feaſt be done, 
Now come aud (it with vs, and taſte our cheare. 

| Sit to the banquet, 

Sit downe young Prince,you are our ſecond gueſt, 
Brother fit downe,and Nephew take your placet 
Signior Horatio waite thou ypon our Cup, 
For ay perm — be honored. 
Now Lordings fall too, Speme is Portingete, 
And Portingale is Sa we both are friendes, 
Tribute is paide,and we enioy our right, 
But where is old Hicronimwe our Marſhall? 
He promiſed vs in honour of our gueſt, 
To grace our Banquet with ſome pompaus iell, 


C. 
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Exter Hicronimo with « Dram, three Nui bes, carb bis 
Scutchen : then be fetches three Rage they ta 
their C omnes and them captine, 
H:irommo,this Maske contentes my eyes, 
Although I ſound not well the myſſerie. | 
lure. The fiſt armd Knight that hung his Seutchin vp, 
He takes the Seutchin and giues is ro the Ku. 
Was English Robert Earle of Gloſter, | 
Who when King Stephen bore ſway in «Albion, 
Artiued with tiue and twentie thouſand men 
In Portingale, and by ſucceſſe of warte, 
Enforced the King(then but a Seraſw ) | 
To beare the yoake of the English Monarchie. 
King, My Lord of Portmgale,by this you ſee, 
That which may comtert both your King and you, 
And make your late diſc omſort ſeeme the leſle: 
But lay Hieromimo, What was the next? 
Hiero. Ihe ſecond Knight that hung his Scurchin vp, 
He doth as he did before, 
Was Edmond Earle of Kent in Albion, 
When English Richard wore the Diadem: 
He came licewiſe and razed Liſben walles, 
And tooke the King of Pertingale in fights 
For which,and other fuch like ſeruice done, 
Heafter was created Duke of Yorke. 
King This is an other ſpeciall argument, 
That Portingale may deime to beate our yoake : 
W hen it by little Exg la bath been yałkt: 
But now Hieremuus, wliat were the laſt? 
Hiro, The ihitd and laſt, got leaſt io our account, 
oda Dem as befere. 
Was(25 the reſt)a valiant Engſr-mer, 
Brave John ef Gut the Duke of Lancaſter, - 
As by his Scutchin plaindly may appeare i 
He with a puifiant armĩe came in Spare, 
And tooke out King of Cafe priſoner. f 
Embaſſ. I his is an argument for our Viceroy, 
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T hat Spaut may not inſult for her ſueceſſe, 
Since Enghſe watriour: likewiſe conquered Sparne, 
And made them bow their knees to Album. 

King, Hlier imo, I dtinke to thee for this device, 
Which hath pleaſde both the Embatladour and me: 
Pledge me Hucranimo, if thou loue the King. 

T ales the Cup of Horatio 
My Lord, l feare we (ic but ouer long, 
Vnleſſe our dainties wete more delicate: 
Bur welcome are youre the beſt we haue. 
Now let vs in, that you may be diſpatcht, 
Ithinke out Counſell is altea die ſet. Exeunt mne. 

Andreas. Come we for this from depth of vnder ground, 
T'o ſee him ſeaſt, that gaue me iny deathes wound? 
Theſe pleaſant ſightes are ſorrow to my ſoule. 

Nothing but league, and loue, and banqueting: 
Renenge. 

Be ſtill Andrea, ere we go from hence, 

Ile turne their friendſhip into fell deſpight t 

Their loue to mortall hate, theit day to night, 

Their hope into diſpaire, theit peace to warte, 

Their ioyes to paine, their bhiſſe to miſetie. 


— — * 1 * 


— ku — wa | 


AGTVS SECVNDVS. 
Enter Lorenzo and Balthacar. 


; L:renzo, 

Lord, though Feu peria ſeeme thus coy 

Let reaſon held you in your wonted ioyt 
In time the ſauage Bull ſuſtaines the yoake, 
In time all haggard Hawkes will ſtoope to lure, 
In time (mall welges cleaue the hardeſt Oake, 
In time the Flint is peatſt with ſotteſt ſhower, 
And ſhe intime, will fall from ber diſdaine, 
Aud rue the difference of your * pain 
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Bal. No,ſhe is wilder and more hard withall, 
Then beaſt, or bird, or tree, or ſtonie wall. 
But whcrefore bloc | Ba-imperiacs name? 
It is my fault, not ſhe, that merites blame. 
My feature is not to content her fight, 
My wordes arc rude,and worke her no delight: 
1 he lines I ſend her ate but harſh and ill, 
Such as do drop from Pan and Aa ſiu quill; 
My preſentes are not of ſufficientcoll, 
And being worthles, all my labour's loft, 
Yet might the loue me for my valiancie: 
I. but that's ſlaundered by captiuitie: 
Yet might ſhe loue me, to content her (ire? 
I, but her reaſon maiſters her deſite: 
Vet might he loue me as her brothers friend: 
I. but her hopes aime at fome other end: 
Yet might ſhe loue me to vpteate hit fate; 
I, but perhaps ſhe hopes ſome noblet mate. b 
Yet might ſhe loue me as het beauteous thrall, 
I, but I teare ſhe cannot loue at all. 

Lor. My Lord, for my ſake leaue theſe extaſies, 

And doubt not but weele finde ſome remedie, 
Some cauſe there is that lets you not belouedi 
Ficlt, that muſt needes be knowen, and then rem oued. 
What if my filter loue ſoine other Knigh:? 

Bal. My ſommets day will turne to winters night. 

Lor. I haue already found a ſtratageme, 

Io ſound the bottome of this doubtſull theame. 
My Lord, for once you ſhall be rulde by me, 
Hinder me not what ere you heare or (ec. 
By force, ot faire meanes will I caſt about, | 
T o finde the truth of all this queſtion out, | \ 
Ho, Pedringane. 

Ped. Signior. 

Lor. Vum que preſts, 


Euter Þ tdr mg ane. 


Ped, Hach your Lordſhip any ſeruice to 3 
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L, l, Pedringans,(eruice of import. 
And not Es thetime in — words. 
Thus ſtands the caſe; ic is not long thou knoweſt, 
Since I did ſheild thee from my fathers wrath, 
For thy conuciance in «Andres louet 
For which thou wert adiudged to puniſhment, 
I ſtoed betwixc thee and thy punithment 
And lance, thou knoweſt how I haue fauored thee, 
Now, to theſe faveurs will I adde reward, 
Not with faire wordes, but ftore of golden coyne, 
And landes, and liuinges ioynd with digoities, 
It then but ſatisfie my iuſt demaund. 
Tell trueth, and haue me for thy — — 
Ped, What ere it be your Lordſhip (hall demaund, 
My bounden duetie bids me tell the trueth t 
If caſe it lie in me to tell the trueth. 
L:r. Then Pearmgan?, this is my demaund, 
Whom loues my ſiſter Bel-imper1a? 
For ſhe repoſeth all her cruſt in thee 1 
Speake man, and gaine both friendſhip and reward: 
] meanc, whom loues ſhe in Anareac place? 
Ped. Alas my Lord, ſince Don Andreas death, 
] have no credite with her as before, 
And therefore know not if ſhe loue or no. 
Lr. Nay ifthou dallie, then I am thy fo, Dram bu ſ werd. 
And tcare (hall force what friendſhip cannot winne, 
Thy death ſhall burie what thy life concealcs : 
Thou dieſt,for more eſteeming her then me. 
Ped. Oh ſtay, my Lord. 
Lor, Yet ſpe- ke the tructh, and I will guerdon thee, 
And shield thee from what euer can eniuc, 
And will coaccale what ere proceedesfrom thee 
But if thou dallie once againe, thou creſt, 
Ped, if Madame Beloimperia de iu loue, 
Lor. What Vülaine, iſs a ad ands/? O Fer to kill bins, 
P14 Oh, ſtay, my Lord:She loues Horacio. 
Balthazar ſtarts backe. 
| Lr. What 
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Ler, What Don Horatis our Knight- marſhals ſonne? 


Ped. Euen him my Lord. 


Lor. Now ſay. but how knoweſt thou he is her loue ? 


And thou ſhalt finde me kinde and liberall: 
Stand vp l ſay, and feareles tell the trueth. 

Ped. She lent him letters, which my ſelfe peruſde, 
Full fraught with lines and arguments of loue, 
Preferring him before Prince Bathazar. 


Lor. $weare on this Croſſe that what thou ſayeſt is true, 


And that thou wilt conceale what thou haſt tolde. 
Ted. I iweare to both, by him that made ys all. 
Lr. In hope thine oath is nue, heet's thy reward, 

But if I prooue thee periurde aud vniuſt, 

This very ſword whereon thou toołꝰſt thy oath, 

Shall be the worker of thy tragedie. 

Ped. What I have ſayd is true, and ſhall for me, 

Be ſtill conceald from Bel-rmpcria. 

Beſides, your Honors liberalitie, 

Delerues my duteous ſeruice, euen till death. 


Lor. Let this be all that thou ſhalt doe for me, d 


Be watchſull when, and where theieloucrs meete, 
Aud giue me notice in ſome ſecret fart, 

Pea, Iwill mylord. 

Ler. Then ſhalt thou fiade that I am liberall, 
Thou knoweft that I can more aduance thy ſtate 
Then the, be therefore wiſe and fayle me nott 
Goe and attend her at thy cuſtome i, 

Leaſt abſence make her thinke thou doſt amiſſo. 
Exit Pedrinzaus. 
Why ſo, Tam mis Quen notre. 
Wacre wordes prevailes not, violence preuailes. 
But gold dath more then either ofthem both. 
How likes Prince Z.althazar this Aratagerne? 

B. I. Both well, and ill : it makes me glad and (ad 
Glad, that I know the hinderer of my louez 
Sad. that I feate ſhe hates me whom I loue: 

Glad, chat I know on whom to be reucoged? 


Sad, 
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Sad, that ſheele ſlie me it I cake teuenget 
Yet mult I rake teueuge, or dic my ſelte, 
For loue relifled, growes in patient. 
Ithinke Hera: is be my deſtinde pledge. 
Firſt, in his hand he brandiſhed a ſword: 
And with that ſ word, he fiercely waged warre, 
And iu that warre, he gaue me dangerous woundes, 
And by thoſe woundes, he forced me to yeeld, 
And by my yeelding, I became his ſl aue. 
Now in his mouth he caries pleaſing wordes, 
Which pleaſing wordes doe harbour ſweete cenceites, 
Which ſweete conceites,are limbde with lic deceites, 
Which ſlie deceitcs, ſmoth Bel-inperias eares: 
And through her eares, diue dow ue into her hart, 
And in her hart, tet him vhete I ſhould ſtand: 
T has hath he tane my body by his force, 
And now by ſleight woald captiuate my ſoule t 
But in his fall, lle tempt the Deſtenies, 
And either loſe my lite, or winne my loue. 

Lier. Lets go my Lord, your ſtaying ſtayes reuenge, 
Doe you but follow me, and gaine your loue. 
Her — mult be wonne by his remoouc. Excunt. 


Eenter Horatio and Bel- imperia. 
Hor, Now Madame, ſince by fauour of your loue, 
Our hidden ſmoake is turned to open flame: 
And that with lookes and wordes we feed out thought 
T wo chiefe contents, where more can not be had. 
Thus in the midſt ef loue faire blandiſhmentes, 
Why ſhew you ſigne ofinward languiſhments. 
Tidringans ſhewerh all to the Prince, and Lorenzo, 
ng t bens in ſecret. 
Bel. My hart, ſweete friend, us like a Ship at Sea, 
She wiſheth port, where riding all at eaſe, 
She may repaire what ſtormie times haue wornes 
1 leaning on the ſhore, may ſing with ioy, 
at pleaſure fo]low paine, and bliſſe annoy, 
| me: W Palne,an Y peſſeſlion 
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Pofſcsſion of thy love is th*onely port, 
wherein my hart with feares and hopes long toſt, 
Each houre doth wiſh and long to make reſon, 
T hereon repayre the ioyes that it hath loſt; 
And fitting ſafe to ſing in Cupiat Quire, 
That ſweetelt bliſſe is crowne of loues deſite. 
Balthazar «boae. * 

Bak, O, ſleepe, mine eyes: ſee not my loue ptophande- 
Be deafe my exres,heare not my diſcontent. 5 
Die hart, another ioyes what thou deſetueſt. 

Lor. Watch ſlill mine cyes, to lee the love disioynd: 
Heare ſtill mine eares, to heate them both lament: 
Leaue hart to ioy at fond 7oratios fall, 

Bel, Why ſtandes J. ratio ſpeechles all this while? 

Hor. The leſſe I ſpeake, the wore I meditate. 

Bel. But whereon doeſt thou chiefly medicare? 

Hir. Oa dangers paſt, aud pleaſares to euſue. 

Ba. On plealures paſt, and dangers to enſue. 

Bel. What dangers, and what pleaſures doſt thou meanc? 

Fler. Dangers of warte, and pleaſures of our loue. 

Lr. Dangers of death, but pleaſures none it all. 

Bel, Let dangers go, thy warte ſhall be with me: 

But ſuch a warring as breakes no bond of peace, 

Speake thou faire worden, lle ctoſſe them with faire wordes, 
Send thou ſweete lookes, lle meete them with ſweete looks: 
Write loving lines, Ile anſwere louing lines} 

Give me a laſſe, lle counterchecke thy kiſſe: 

Be this onr warring peace, or peacefull warre. 

Hor. But gracious Madame, then appoynt the fielde, 
Where was 2 this warre ſhall firft be made. 

Bal. Ambitious villaine,how his boldnes grorwes? 

Bel. Thea by thy fathers pleaſant bowe: the ficld 
Where firlt we yowde our mutuall amitic 3 
The Court were dangerous,that place is ſaſe 3 
Our nouce (hall be when per gins to rile, 

That ſummons home diſtcesfull trauellers: 
There none ſhall heate vs but the harmeleſſe birdev? 


Happely 
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Happely the gentle Nightingale, 
Shall carroll vs aſleepe ere we be ware 
And ſinging with the prickle at her bref?, 

Tell eur delight and mirthfull dalliance. 
Till then — houre will ſeeme a yeere and mare. 
Her. But honie ſweete, and honourable love, 
Recucne we now into your fathers ſight, 
Dangerous ſuſpition waites on our delight. 
Ler. I, danger mixt with jelous deſpight, 
Shall ſend thy ſoule into eternall night. Exenns, 
Enter King of Spaine, Portingale Embaſcadour, 
Den Cr, &. 
King. Brother of Caſtule, to the Princes loue 
What ſayes your daughter Bel-mperia? 
Cip. Altheugh ſhe eoy it as becomes her kind, 
And yet diſſemble, that ſhe loues the Prince: 
I doubt not l, but ſhe will ſtoope in time. 
And were (he froward, which ſhe will not be, 
Yet herein ſhall ſhe follow my aduice: 
Which is to loue him, or forgoe my loue. 
Lung. Then Lord Embaſſadout of Pertingale, 

Aduiſe thy King to make this marriage vp, 

For ſtrengthning of our late confirmed league. 

I know no better meancs to make ys firicuds. 

Her dowrie ſhall be large and liberall, 

Beſides that, ſhe is daughter and halfe heixe, » 

Vato our brother, here Don Ciprian, 

And ſhall enioy the moitie of his land, 

Ile grace he marciage with an vnckles gift. 

And this it is, in caſe the match goe forward, 

The tribute which you pay ſhall be releaſt, 

And if by Balthazar ſhe haue a ſonne, 

He ſhall enioy the kiagd ome after vs, 

Sb. lle make the motion to our Soueraine liege, 

And oi ke it if my counſaile may preuaile. 

Rug. Do ſo, my Lord, and if he gine conſent, 
I hope his pteſence heere will honour v3, * 
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In celebration of the nuptiall day, 
And let himſelfe determine of the time. 
Em. Wilt pleaſe your grace to cõmand me ought befide? 
Mg. Commend me tothe King, and ſo fare - well. 
But where's Prince Bahr, to take his leaue : 
Emb. That is performde already, my good Lord, 
King. Among(t the reſt of what you haue in charge, 
The Princes ranſome muſt not be torgot ; 
Thats none ofmine,bur his that tooke him priſoner, 
And well his forwardnes deſerues reward, 
It was fleratio our Kight-marſhals ſonne. 
Eb. Betweene vs there's a price alreadie pitcht, 
And ſhall be ſent with all conuenient ſpeed, 
King. Then once, fare-well,my Lord. 
Emb, Fare- well my Lord of Caſtile, and the reſt. F cir. 
Kg. Now brother,you mult take ſome little paine, 
To inne faire Bel-wpcria from her will: 
Young Virgins muſt be ruled by theit friendes; 
The Prince is amiable, and loues her well: 
If ſhe negle& him, and ſorgoe his loue, 
She both will wrong her owne eſtate and ours, 
T herefore whiles I doe entertaine the Prince, 
With greateſt pleaſures that our Court affordes, 
Fendeuour you to winne your daughters thought, 
If ſhe giue bac ke, all this will come to naught, Excunt. 
Emer Horatio, Bel. imperia, and Pedrmg ans. 
Hor. Now that the night begins with ſable winget 
To over-cloud the brightnes of the Sunne, 
And that in darknes pleaſures may be done: 
Come Bel-imperia, let vs tothe Bower, 
And there in ſafetie paſſe a pleaſant hower. 
Bel. I follow thee my loue, and will not backe, 
Although my fainting hart controules my ſoule. - _ 
Hor. Why, make you doubt of Pedringenus fayth? * 
Bel. No, he is as truſtie as my ſecond ſelſe. 
Goe Pema, watch without the gate, 


dl | ak 
Aud let vs know if any make teptoc Pad. 
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Ped. Inſtead of watching, lle deſerue more geld, 
By fetching Dor Lemar to this match. ri N 
Fer. What meanes my loue / 
Bel, I know not what my ſelfe : 
And yet my hart foretels me ſome miſchaunce. 
- Hor. Sweete ſay not ſo; faire Fortune is our friend, 
And heauens haue ſhut vp day to pleaſure ys: 
The ſtarres thou ſeeſt hold backe their twinckling ſhine, 
And Lana hides her felfe to pleaſure ys. 
Bel. Thou haſt preuailde, lle conquer my miſdoubti 
And in thy loue and counſel] drowne my ſeare::?: 
I feare no more, loue now is all my thoughts. 
Why ſit we not, for pleaſure asketh eaſe. 
Hor. The more thou ſitſt within theſe leauic bowers, 
The more will Flora decke it with her flowers. 
Bel. I, but if Flora (pie Horatio heere, 
Her iclous eye, will thinke I fit too neete. 
Her. Harke Madame how the Birdes record by night, 
For ioy that Bel mperia (its in ſight, 
Bel. No, Cupid connterfeites the Nightingale, 
To frame ſweete muſicke to Horatio: tale. 
Hor. If Cupid ſing, then Venus is not farret 
I, thou art Venus, or ſome fairer ſtarre. 
Bel. If | be Venus thou muſt needes be A., 
And where Mars taigneth, there mult needes be warre, 
He. Then thus begin our warres, put foorth thy hand, 
That it may combat with my ruder hand. 
Bel. Set foorth thy ſoote to try the puſh of mine, 
Hor. But firſt my lookes ſhall combat againſt thine, 
Bel. Then ward thy ſelſe, I dart this kifle at the 
Her. Thus | returne the dart thouthrewſt at me. 
Bel, Nayxhen to gaine the glorie of the ſielde, 
My twyning armes ſhall yoke and make thee yeelde. | 
Hor. Nay, then my armes are large and ſtrong withallt: 
Thus Elmes by Vines are compaſttillthey fall. 
Bel. O let me —— — eyes, 
Now mayeſt chou read that lite in patſion dyrs, 
D a, Mor, 
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Her, O ſtay a while, and I will die with thee, 
zo ſhalt thou yeeld, and yet haue conquered mee. 
Bal. Who's thete, Pedmgano we are betrayde. 
Emer Lerenxe, Bal har u, ¶ i berm,Pedringeno diſę uiſed. b 
Low. My Lord, away with her. T ake ber aſide, f 
O ſir forbeare, your valour is alres die tride. 
Quickly diſpatch my waiſters. They hang him in the Arbor. 
Hor. What, will ye murder me? 
Lor. I thus, and thus: theſe are the fruites oſloue. 
They ſtab hum. 
Bel. O ſau: his liſe, and let me die for him: 
O ſaue him brother, ſaue him Balthazar : 
I loued Horatio, but he loved not me. 
Bat. But Baltharar loues Hel. amperia. 
Lor. Although his life were ambitious proud, 
Yet is he at the higheſt now he is dead. 
Bel. Murdet, murder: helpe Hieronimo helpe, 
Li. Come, ſtop her mouth: away with her. 
Enter Huronmo in bis ſhire. 
Hiero. What out- cry cals me from my naked bed, 
And chils my throbbing hart with trembling feare, 
Which neuer danger yet could daunt befere? 
Who calles Hiereniewo? ſpea ke, heere I am. 
] did not flumber,therefore twas no dreame, 
No, no, it was ſome womancride for helpe, 
And heere within the Garden did ſhe crie, 
And in this Garden muſt I reſcue her. 
But ſtay, what murderous ſpeRacle is this? 
A man hang'd vp, and all the murderers gone, 
And in my Bower, to lay the guile on me. 
This place was made for pleaſure, not for death. 
He cuts his des. 
Thoſe garments that he weares I oft haue ſeene: 
Alas, it is Horatio my ſweete ſonne, 
O no, but he that whilome was my ſonne, 
Oh, was it thou that call'dſt me from my bed. 
Oh ſpeake, if any ſparke of life temaine, 
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Tam thy father : who hath ſlaine my ſonnef 
What ſaugge monſter, not of humane kinde, 
Heere hath been glutted with thy harmeles blood, 
And left thy bloodie corpes diſhonoured heere, 
For me, amidſt this darke and deathfull ſhader, 
To drowne thee with an Ocean of my teares 
Oh heauens, why made you night to couet fiane? 
By day this deed of dark neſſe had not been. 
O earth, why didſt thou not in time deuower, 
The vile prophaner of this ſacred bower. 
O poore Horatre, what hadſt thou miſdone, 
To leeſe thy life, ere life was new begun? 
O wicked Butcher, what ſo ete thou wert. 
How couldꝰſt thou ſtrangle vertue and deſert? 
Aye me meft wretched,that haue loſt my ioy, 
In leefing my Horatio, my ſweete boy. 

Enter Iſabella. 

Ia My hubandes abſence makes my hart to thgob. 
H ier one, 

Hier, Heere Iſabella, helpe me to lament, 

For ſighes are ſtopt, and all my teares are ſpent. 

Iſs, What world of griefe my ſonne Horatio, 
Oh where's the authour ofthis endles woes 

Hiero, To know the authour were ſome eaſe of griefe, 
For in reuenge, my hart would finde reliefe. 

Iſa. Thea is he gone? and is my ſonne gone too? 
Oh guſh out teares, fountaines and floodes of teares: 
Blow ſighes, and raiſe an euerlaſting ſtorme, 

For outrage fits our curſed wretchedneſſe. 


Aye me Huren, ſweete husband ſpeake. 


Hiro. He ſupt with vs to _ frolicke and metrie, 
And ſayd he would go viſit Baba 
At the Dukes Pallace i chere the Prince doth lodge» 
He had no cuſtome to ſtay out ſo late 
He may be in his chamber; ſome go ſec. Roderige, Ho. 
Emer Pedro, and Jaques. 

I. Aye me, he taues : ſweete Fieronino, | : 

D. True, 


T he Spanifh Traxedie. 
Hier, True, all Span takes note of it, 
Beſides, he is ſo generally beloned, 9 
His Maieſtie the other day did grace him 
With waighting on his cup ; theſe be fauours, 
Which doe afſure me he cannot be ſhort lived, 
I/a. Sweete Hieronimo. * 
Hliero. I wonder horw this fellow got his clothes: 
Syrha, ſitha, lle know the ueth of all: 
Jaques, runne to the Duke of ( aſtiles preſently, 
And bid my ſonne Heraus to come home, 
I, and his mother haue had ſtrange dreames to night. 
Doe ye heare me fir? Jaques, I fir. 
Hiero. Well ſir, begon: Pedrocome hither; 
Knoweſt chou who this is? 
Ped, Too well fir, 
Hiere,, Too well, who? Who is it / Peace Habe la 
Nay bluſſi not man. 
Ped, It is my Lord Horatio, 
Hier. Ha, ha, Saint James; but this doth make me hugh, 
That there are more deluded then my ſelte. 
Ped. Delcded? 
Hiro. I, I would haue fyorne my ſelſe within this home, 
That this had been my ſonne Herario, 
His garments are ſo like: Ha, ate they not great perſwaſions? 
Ia. O would to God it were not ſo. 
Hier. Were not [ſabella, doeſt thou drearne it is? 
Can thy ſott booſome entertainea thought, 
That ſuch a blacke deed of miſchiefe ſhould be done, 
On one ſo poore and ſpotles as our ſonne? 
3 am aſhamed. . * 4 
Ja. Deare Hirrammo, caſt a more ſerious eye griefe 
Weake apptehenſion gives but weake 1 ; 
Hiro. 4 was a man ſure that was banged yp heere, 
A youth, as I remember: I eut him downe. 
If it ſhould prooue my ſonne now after all, 
Say you, ſay you: light, lend me a Taper, 
Let me looke againe, 
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O God, conſuſion, miſc hiefe, torment, death, and hell, 
Drop all your ſlinges at once in my cold boſome, * 
That now is ſtiffe wich horror; kill me quickly: 

Be gratious to me thou infectiue night, 
And drop this deed of murder downe on me, 
Gird in my waſt of griefe with thy large darknefle, 
And let me not ſuruine, to ſce the light 
May put me in the minde I had a ſonne. 
V O ſweete Hera, O my deareſt ſonne. 
Hiro. How firangely bad I loſt my way to griefe. 
S weete louely Roſe, ill pluckt before thy time. 
Faire worthy Sonne, net conquered, but betraidet 

Ile kiſſe thee now, for wordes with teates are ſtaide. 

Il. And lle cloſe vp the glaſſes df his ſi ght, 
For once theſe eyes were one ly my delight. 
Hier. Sceſt thou this hand-kircher belmeard with blooe., 

It hall not from me till I rake teuenge. i 
Seelt thou theſe woundes that yet are bleeding freſh? 

Ile notintombe them till I haue teue ngdi 
Then will I ioy amidſt my diſcontent, 

Till chen, my ſorrow neuer ſhall be ſpent, 

Ia. The heauens are iuſt, murder cannot be hid, 

Time is the authour both of erueth and right, 

And time will bing this treacherie to li x 
Her. Meane while, good Iſabolla, ceaſe thy plaintet, 

Or at the leaſt diſſemble them awhile : 

So ſhalt we ſooner finde the ptactiſe our, 

And learne by whom all this was drought about. | 

Come /ſabells,now let's take him vp, T key rake has vp. 

And beare him in, from out this curled place: 2 

Ile ſay his Dirge, fioging fits not this caſe, 

O aliquis mib quas pulc rum ver educas berbas, 
Hiero, ſets his breſt ynto his ſword 
l iſcea & naſtro dera megician dolori: 
Ai ſi qui ſacumt mu oblimia ſucces, 
Prebeat ipſe ut quicungue per orbem, 
gane 


N — — »A. EINE % 4 Anette 


T he Spaniſh Tragedve. 
Ipſe bib am quicquid meaitærur ſaga verens, 
ucquid & irrau euecaca menia nectu. 
Omma pertetiar letum quoque dum ſemel omni, 
 Noſter in extint to moriatue petctore ſemſau: 
Ergo tuos oculos nunquam ( mea vita ) videbo, 
Et tua perperum ſepeuuit lumina ſomnus, 
Emor ia tecum Sic iuua ire [ub umbras, 
At tamen ab ſiſtam properato cedere ler ho, 
Ne mortem vinditta tuam tam nulla ſcqu at. 
Heere he thro es it from him, and beares the body away, 
Anares. 
Broughtꝰſt thou me hither to enereaſe my paine? 
I lookt that Balzbaſar ſhould haue bees flaine : 
But tis my friend Horatio that is ſlaine, 
And they abuſe faire Bel-1peris, 
On whom I dooted more then all the world, 
Pecauſc ſhe loued me more then all the world, 
exenye. 
Thou talkeſt of harueſt when the corne is greene, 
The end is growne of euery worke well done: 
The Sickle comes not till the corne be ripe. 
Be Hill, and ere I lead thee from this place, 
Ile ſhew thee Balthazar in heauie cal 


J 


i — 


ACTVS TERCIVS. 
Enter Viceroy of Portingale, Næbles, AlexandroYillupps. 


Vice. Nfortunate condition of Kinges, 
Seated amidſt ſo many helples deubtit 

Firſt, we are plaſt ypon exrtreameſt height, 

And oft ſupplanted with exceeding hate: 

But ener ſubic to the wheele of chaunce, 

And at our higheſt, neuet ioy we ſo, 

As we both doubt and dread our ogerthrow. 

So ſtrinech not the waues with ſundry windes, 
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As Fortune toyleth in the affaires of 
That would be feard, yer ſeare to be beloued; 

Sich ſeare or love to Kinges is flatterte ' , 

For inſtance, Lordinges looke ypen your King, 
By hate depriued of his deareſt ioune, 
T he onely hope of our ſacueſſue line, 

Nob. Thad not thought that eAlexandvor hatt, 

Had beene invenomde with ſuch extreame hate, 
But now I ſee that wordes haue ſeuetall Worket, 

And thereꝰs no credite in the countenzunce. 

Ul. No, ſor my Lord, had you beheld the traine, 
That fained loue had coloured in his lookes, 
When he in Campe co nſorted Balbazar 
Farre more inconſtant had you thought the Sunne, 
That hourely coaſtes the centre of theearth, 
Then «Atiexandros purpoſe to the Prince. 
Uice, No more Valuppo, thou haſt ſaid encugh, 
And with thy wordes thou ſlayeſt our wounded thoughts. 
Nor ſhall | longer dally with the world, 
Proctaſtinating Alaranaros death: | 
Goe ſome of you and fetch the traitour faorth, 
That as he is condemned, he may die. 


Enter Alexandro, with a noble man, and Halberts. 

' Nob. In ſuch extreames, will aought but patience ſerue. 

Alex. But in extrea mes, what patience ſhall I yſc? 
Nor diſcontentes it wy to leaue the _ 
With whom there nothing can preuaile but wrong. 

Nob. Let hope chebell ius 8 

Alex, Tis heaven is my hope, 
As for the earth, it is too much inſect, 
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Une. Why linger ye ring foorth that friend, 
And ——— e 
Alex, Not that I feare the extremitie of death, 

(For Nebles cannot ſtoope to ſeruile feare) | 
| e 5 
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tu this, O this totments my labouring ſoule, 
Chat thus I die ſuſpected of a ſinne, 
hereof, as heauens haue knowne my ſecret thoughts, | - 
+. 2am | free from this ſuggellion. 

Vice. No more | ſay; to the tortures, when? 
viade him, aud burge his body in thoſe flames. 

They binde ham to the ſtake, 

hat ſhallprefigure thoſe vnquenched Lers 

t Peligon, prepared for his loule. 

Alex. My guiltleſſe death will be anengde on thee, 

Yn thee Veduppo, that hath maliſde thus, 

r for thy meede, haſt falſely me accuſde, 

Udup. Nay Alexandro, if thou menace me, 

le lende a hand to ſend thee to the lake 

Vhere thoſe thy words ſhall periſh wich thy workes: 
Wniurious traytour, monltrous homicide. 


Enter Embaſſadour. 
Stay, hold a while, and hecre with pardon of his Maieſtie, 
Lay handes vpon Urliuppe. (trance? 


Vice. Embaſladour,what newes hath vrg d this ſodaine ene 
Embaſ. Know Soueraine I, that Balthazar doth live, 
Vice. What ſayeſt thou / liueth Ba that ar our ſonne? 
 Embaſ. Your Highneſſe ſonne L. Balthazar deth liue, 
And well intreated in the Court of Spare : 
Humbly commendes him to your Maicſtie; 
Theſe eyes behelde, and theſe my followers, 
Wich theſe the Letters of the Kinkes commende, 
1es hw Letter 1, 
Are happie wicneſſes of his highneſſe health. 
The King lookes on the letters and proceedes, 
Vice, Thy Senne doth line your tribute is recein'd, 
Thy Peace is made, and we are ſatiifiea: 
T bereſt reſolue vpon, as thing e propoſae, 
For both our bonors,and — 
Embaſ. Theſe are his Highnelile farther Article. 
He giues him more Letters, 
Vice ecurſed wretch to intimate thoſe illes 
Again 
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Againſt the life and reputation of noble Axa 
Come my Lord, vnbinde him, 
Let him vnbinde thee, that is bound to death, 
To make a quitall for thy diſcontent-· 
T hey unbind bam. 

Akx. Dread Lord, in kindneſſe you could do no lefle, 
Vpon report of ſuch a damned ſact: 
But this we ſee, out innocencie hath ſaued | 
The hopelefle life which thou Viluppo (ought, - 
By thy tuggeſtions to haue maſlacted. 

Vice. Say falſe Yilinppo, Wherefore didſt thou thus 
Falſly betray Lord Alexandros lite?” 
Him whom thou knoweſt,chat ao vnkindnefleels, 
But even the ſlaughter of our deareſt Sonne, 
Could once haue mooued vs to haue miſc onceiued. 

Alex. Say treacherous Nuluppo, tell the King? 
Or where hath Alexa vled thee ill? 

Vullup. Rent withremembrannce of ſo foule a deed, 
My gultie ſoule ſubmits me to thy doome : 
For not for Alexandros iniuries, 
But for te ward, and hope to be preferd, 
Thus haue | ſhameleſly hazarded his life. 

Vice. Which villaide, ſhalbe ranſomed with thy death, 
And not ſo meane a torment as we heere 
Deuiſe for him, whe thou ſaydli ſle our Sonne, 
But with che bitrereſt tormentes and extreames 
That may be yet inuented for thine end; 

Alex, ſeemes to intreat; * 
Intreat me not; go take the traytor hence, Exit. Fil. 
And Alexandro,let vs honour thee 
With publique notiſe of thy loyaltie, 
To end thole thinges articulated heere, 
By our great L. the mightie King of Spaine, 
We with our Coanſell will deliberatet Een. 
Come Al xauao, kee pe vs companie. 
Enter Huronmo, 
Flur. Oh eyes! noeyes,but —— fraught with _ 
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Oh life,no lifes but liuelic forme of death: 
Oh world, no world, but. maſſe of publique wrongs: 
Jonfuſde and filde with murder and miſdeedes: 
Ih ſacred Heavens, it this vnhallowed deed, 
If this inhumane and barbatous attempt. 
If this incomparable murder thus, 
Ot mine, but now no more my ſonne, 
Shall vnreuealed, and vnreuenged paſlc, 
How ſhould wetearine your dealings to be iuſt, 
It you vniuſtly deale with thoſe that in your iuſtice truſt? 
1 he night ſad ſecretatie to my mones, ' 
Wich direfull viſions wake my vexed ſoule, 
And with the woundes of my diſtresſull ſonne, 
Solicite me for notice of his death. 
The ougly feendes doe (ally forth of hell, 
And traine my ſteps to vnfrequented pathes, | 
Aud teare my hart with fierce inflamed thoughtes, 
The cloudie day my diſcontents records, 
Earely begines to regiſter my dreames, 
Aud driue me forth to ſeeke the murderer, 
Eyes,life, world, heauens,hel, night and day, 
See, ſearch, ſhew, ſend ſome man, 
Some meane, that may. 
92 A letter falleth. 
Whats beere? A letter: cuſh,t is not lo, 
A letter written to Heu Redincke. 
For wart of Inc ke, receiue this bloody writ, 
e Mee hath my baples brother hid from thee: 
Remenge thy ſelfe on Balthazar ana ham, 
For theſe were they that murdered thy ſenne. 
Hieronmo, revenge Horatios death, 
And better fare then Bel-imperia doth, 
What meanes this vnexpected mitac le: 
My Sonne ſlaine by Lorenzo and the Prince? 
W hat cauſe had they Horatio to maligne? 
Or what might moove thee Beer, 
To accule thy brother, had he been the meane? * 


Hierenimo 
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Hit ranimo beware,thou art betrayde, 
And to incrap thy life this traine is layde 3 
Aduiſe thee theretore,be not credulous: 
This is deviſed to endanger thee, 
T hat thou by this Lorenzo ſhouldſt accuſe, 
And he for thy dishonour done, ſhould draw 
Thy life in queſtion, and thy name in hate. 
Deare was the life of my beloued Sonne, 
And of his death behooues me be reueng'd 3 
T hen hazard not thine owne Hieronimo, 
But live t effect chy reſolution: 
I therefore will by circumſtaunces trie 
What I can gather,to confirme this writ, 
And harkning neare the Duke of ( tila houſe, 
Cloze(it I can) with Bel-tmperia, 
Ts liſten more; but nothing to betray. N 
Euter Pedrimg ano. 
Hire. Now Pede ingans. 
Ped, Now Hlicremms. 
Hier, Where's my Ladic? 
Pea. I know not, heere's my Lord. 
Enter Lorenzo. 
Lor, How now, who's this, Hicronamo? 
Hiro, My Lord, 
Ped, He asketh for my Ladie Bel-imperta. 
Lr. What to doe Hicrommeo? The Duke my father hat“ 
gV pon ſome diſgrace, awhile remooued her hence: 
But if it be oughe I may informe her off, 
Tell me Hlieremmo, and lle let her know it. 
Here, Nay, nay my Lord, I thanke you, it ſhall not need, 
I had a ſute vato her but too late, 
And her dilgrace makes me ynfortunate. 
L. Why to Huremme? vſe me. 
Hure. Who, you my Lord? 
I reſcruc your fauour for a greater honour, 
This u a verie toy my Lord, a toy. 


Le. All's one Hure, acquaint me with it. 
. E 3. Hier. 
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Hiere, Vaych my Lord tis an idle thing Imuſt confeſle, 
I ha*bin too ſlacke,too tardie,too temiſſe ynto your honor, 
L. How now Hierozimo? 1 
Hiero, In troth my Lord, it is a thing of nothing, 
A thing of nothing my Lord. 
Lor. Why chen farewell. ' 
Hie. My griefe no hart, my thoughts no tong can tel. Exit, 
Lor. — hither Pe axringano, ſeeſt thou this: 
Ped. My Lord I fee it, and ſuſpect it too. 
Lor. This is that damned villaine Serberine, 
That hath (1 feare)reucalde Horarios death. 
Ped, My Lord he could not, twas fo lately done, 
And ſince, he hath not left my companie. | 
Lor. Admit he haue not, his condition's ſuch, 
As feare, or flatecring wordes may make him falſe, 
I] know his humour, and therewith repent 
That ere I yſde him in this enterprize” 
But Pedringano, to preuent the worlt, 
And cauſe I know thee ſecret as my ſoule, 
Heere for thy further ſatistaction, take thou this, 
ua him more gold, 
And harken to mee: thus it is deuĩ ſde, 
This night thou muſt (and prethee ſo teſolue) 
Mecte Serberine at & Lugis Patke, a 
Thou know ꝰſt tis heere hard by behind the houſe, 
There take thy ſland, and ſee thou ſtrike him ſure, 
For die he muſt, if we do meane to liue. 0 
Ped. But how ſhall Se beriue be there my Lord? 
Lor. Let me alone, lle ſend to him ro meete- 
The Prince and mee, where thou muſt do this deed. 
Ped, It ſhall be done my Lord, ii ſhall be done, 
And lle go arme my ſelfe to meete him there. | 
Ter. When thinges ſhall alter, as | hope they will, 
Thea ſhalt thou mount tor this : thou knoyyſt my minde. 
ä Exit Ped. 
Enter 
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Che Is Ieron. Emer Page, 

Page, My Lord, 

Der. Goe ſirra to Serberine, and bid him foorthwith, 
Mecte the Prince and mee at S. Lizgis Parke, 
Behind the houſe this euening, Boy. 

Page. | goc my Lord. ; 

Lu. But ſirta, let the hoyer be eight a clocke: 
Bid him not fayle. 

Page, I flie my Lord. Ext. 

Lor. Now to confirme the complot thou haſt caſt, 
Of all theſe praiſes, Ile ſpread the watch, 
Vpon preciſe commaundement from the King, 
Scrongly to guard the place where Peringano 
This night ſhall murder haples Serber ine. 
This mutt we worke that will auoyde diſtruſt, 
Thus muſt we practiſe to prevent mighap; 
And thus one ill, an other muſt expulſe. 
This ſly iniquity of Hreronims tor Bel imperia, breeds ſuſpitis 
And this ſuſpition boades a further ill. 
As for my ſelſe, l know my ſecret fault, 
And to do they: but I haue dealt for them. 

They that for Coyne theit ſoules endangered, 
1 * my life, for Coyne ſhall yenter their: 
And better tis that baſe companions die, 
Then by their life,to hazard our good haps. 
Nor ſhall they live for me, to feate their fayth: 
Ne truſt my ſelſe, my ſelfe ſhall be my friend, 
For die they ſhal;(laues are ordaind for no othet end. Exit. 


Enter Pedringano with a Piſt oll. 
Ped. Now Pedrimgano, bid thy Piſtoll hold, 
And hold on Fortune,once more fauour me, 
Giue but ſueceſle to mine attempting ſpirit, 
And let me ſhiſt for taking of mine ayme : 
Heere is the Gold,this is the Gold propolde, 
It is no dreame that | aduenture tor, 


Bur Pearingens is pollelt thereof: | 
OY. ; | And 
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And he that would not ſtraine his conſcience 
For him, that thus his liberall Purſe hath ſtretcht, 
Vaworthie ſuch a fauour may he faile; 
And wiſhiag, want; when ſuch as I ptcuaile : 
As for the feare of apprehenſion, 
I know {if need ſhould be) wy noble Lord 
Will ſtand berweene mee and enſuing harmes, 
Beſides, this place is free from all ſuſpect: 
Heere therefore will I ſtay, and take my ſtand. 
| Enter theWatch. 
I I wonder much to what intent it is, 
That we are thus expreſly chargd co warch? 
2 Tis by commaadement it the Kings one name. 
3 Bud we were neuer woont to watch nor ward 
So neate the Duke, before. 
2 Content your ſelfe, ſtand c loſe, there's ſomewhat in't. 
Enter Serberine. 
Ser. Heere Serberine attend and ſtay thy pace, 
For heete did Don Lorenz, Page appoynt, 
That thou by his commaund ſhouldit meete with him: 
How fic a place, if one were ſo diſpoſde, 
Mee thinkes this corner is, to cloſe with one. 
. Ped, Heere eomes the Bird that I mult ceaze vpon, 
Now Ped mgano or neuer, play the man, 
Ser, I wonder that his Lordſhip ſtayes ſo long, f 
Or whcrefore he ſhould ſend for me fo late? 
Pea. Fot this Serberine, and thou ſhalt ha't: 
| | Shcotes the Dagge. 
So, there hee lyes: my promiſe is petformde. 
- T be Watch, 5 
1 Harke Gentlemen, this is a Piſtol] ſhot, 
2 And heere's one flaine; ſtay che murderer. 
Ped. Now by the ſorrowes of the foules in Hell,. 
| | He ftrines With the Watch. 
Wha firſt layes hand on me, lle be his prieſt, 
3 Sura couteſſe, and therein play the Prieſt, 
Why haſt chou thus ynkindly kild the man? 5 a 
0 A Pp * 
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Ped. why? becauſe he wall't abroad ſo late. 
3 Come ſit, you had beene better kept your bed, 
Then haue committed this misdeede ſo late. 
2 Come, to the Marſhals with the murderer. 
1 On, to Hieronomot helpe me heere, 
To bring tlie murdered body with vs too. 
Ped. Hieronomodcary me before whom you will, 
What ere he be, lle anſwere him and you, 
And doe your worſt,for I defie you all, Exemt, 
Enter L1enz,o, and Balthazar, 
Bal. How naw my Lord what makes you riſe ſo ſoone? 
Lor. Fearc ot preuenting our miſhaps too late. 
Bal. What miſchiefe is it that we not millruſt? 
Lor. Our greateſt illes, we leaſt miſtruſt my lord, 
And inexpected harmes do hurt vs moſt. 
Bal. Why, tell me Don Loronzo, tell me man, 
If ought concernes our honour, & your owne? 
Lor. Not you, not me, my Lord, but both in one. 
For I ſulpeR, and the preſumption's great, 
That by thoſe baſe confedetates in our fault, 
Touching the death of Den Horatio, 
We are betraide to ould Hrenimo. 
B. ul, Betrayde, Lorenxa, tuſh it cannot be. 
Lor. A guiltie couſcience vrged with the thought, 
Of former euils, eaſily cannot etre: 
I am petſwaded, and diſwade me not, 
That all's reuealde to Hieronimo. 
And therefore know that I haue caſt it thus: 
But here's the Page:how now, what newes with thees 
Page. My Lord Serberize is flaine, 
Bal. Who, Serberine my man 
Paze.Your Highnes man my Lord. 
Lor. Speake Page, who murdered him? 
Page. He that 1s apprehended for the faR. 
Lor. who? 
Page. Pedrmganc, 


Bal. Is Serberme — loved his Lord ſo wellꝰ 
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Iniurious villaine, murderet of his friend, 

Ler. Hath Pedringano murdered Serberine? 
My Lord, let me intreat you to take the paynet, 
To exaſperate and haſten his revenge, 

With yourcomplaintes vnto my L- the King: 
This their diſſention breedes a greater doubt. 
Balt. Allure thee Don Lorenzo, he ſhall die, 
Or els his Highneſſe hardly ſhall denie. 
Meane while, le haſte the Marſhall Sesſions: 
For die he ſhall tor this his damned deed. 
Exit Bal. 
Lor. Why, ſo: this fits our former pollicie, 
And thus experience bids the wile to deale. 
I lay the plot, he proſecutes the poynt, 
I ſer the trap, he breakes the worthies twigt, 
And ſees not that where wich the bird was limde. 
T hus hopetull men that meane to hold their one, 
Muft looke like Fowlers,to their deareſt ſriendes. 
He tunnes to kill, u liom I haue hope to catch: 
And no man knoives it was my reaching fateh. 
Tis hardto truſt vnto a multitude, 
Or any one in mine opinion, 
When men themſclues their ſecrets will teueale. 
Enter a Meſſeuger with a Litter, 
Lor. Boy, 
Dag. My Lord? 
L:r, Whats hee? 
Aeſ. I haue a Letter to your Lordſhip. 
Lor. From Whence? 
Meſ. From Pedringano that's impriſoned. 
Lor. So, he is impriſoned then? 
AM. I, my good Lord. 
Lor. What would he with vs? 
He writes vs here To ſtand geod L. and helpe him in diſtreſt. &c. 
Tell him I haue his Leiters, know his minde, 
And what we may, let him aſſure him of. 
Fellow, be gone; my Boy ſhall follo y thee. Exit n_ 
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This workes like waxe,yet once more trie thy wits, 
Boy, goe, conuay this purſe to Pedringane, 
T hou knoweſt the priſon, cloſely giuc it him: 
And be aduiſde that none be there about. 
Bid him be metrie ſtill, but ſectet t 
And though the Marthals S:f$10ns be to day, 
Bid him not doubt of his deliuerie. 
Tell him his pardon is already ſigude, 
And thereon bid him boldly be reſolued: 
For were he ready to be turned off, 
At tis my will the vetermoſt be tride: 
Thau with his pardan (halt attend him ſill, 
*Shew him this box, tell him his pardonds in't, 
But open'r not, and if thou loueſt thy liter 
But let him wilely keepe his hopes vaknowne, 
He ſhall not want while Don L:7enzo livegtawav; 
Tage. I goe, my Lord, I runne. 
Lor. But Sirra fee that this be cleanly done. Exet Page. 
Now ſtandes our fortune on a tickle point, 
And now or neuer, ends { eremzets doubts, 
One oncly thing is vneffcAed yer, 
And thats to ſee the Executioner, 
But to what ende? I lift nor truſt the ayre 
Wil vrrtcrance of our pretence therein, 
Fur ferre che privie whilpering of the winde 
Convey our wordes amongſt vnfriendly cares, 
I hat lie too open to aduantages. 
Et qiel que viglis Ii neſſun le ſa, 
Int ena 10 qu:1 UT bf ira. Exit. 


Enter Boy with the Boxe, | 

My Maiſtet hath forbidden me tolooke in this Boxe,and 
by my croth tis likely, if he had not warned me, I ſhould not 
haue had ſo much idle time: for we mens-king in our mino- 
ritie,are like women in their vncertainve:that they are moſt 
forbidden,they will ſooneſt attempt : ſo l how. By my bare 
honeſtie,heere's nothing but — emptie Boxet were it 
| 3. not 
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not ſinne againſt ſectecie, | would ſay it were a peece of gen · 
tleman- like knauerie, l mult go to Pearmęano, and tel him his 
pardon is in this boxe: nay, I would haue ſworne it, had Inot 
{cene the contrarie. I cannot chuſe but ſmile to thinke, how 
the villaine will flout the gallowes, ſcorne the audience, and 
delcant on the hang- man, and all preſuming of his pardon 
from hence. Wilt not be an odde ieſt, ſor mee to ſtand and 
grace euety ieſt he makes, pointing my finger at this boxe, 
as who ſhould ſay,mocke on. heeres thy warrant . Iſt not a 
ſcuruie iel, that a man ſhould jeſt him ſelfe to death? Alas, 
poore Pearmgans lam in a ſort ſoty for thee: but if | ſhould 
be hanged with thee, I can not weepe, Exit. 
Enter Hierouimo, and the Deputie. 
Hiero,” I hus mult we toyle in other mens extteames, 
That know not how to te medie our ou ne: 
And doe them iuſtice, when vniuſtly we, 
For all out wronges can compaiic no tedteũe. 
But (hall I neuer liue to ſee the day, 
That I may come by iuſtice( of the heauens) 
To knoiv the caule that may my cares alay 
This toiles my bodie, this conſumeth age, 
That onely I to all men iuſt muſt be, 
And neither Gods not men be iuſt to me. 
Depu. Worthy Hieronimo, your office askes 
A care to puniſh ſuch as doe trangreſle. 
Hiero, So iſt my duetie to regard his death, 
Who when he liued deſerued my deareſt blood: 
But come, for that we came for, lets begin, 
For heete lies that which bids me to be gone. 
Enter Officers, Bey and Pedringano, with a letter 
in his band, bound. 
Depu. Bring ſoorth the priſoner, for the Court is ſer, 
Ted, Gramercie boy: but it was time to come, 
For I had written to my Lord ancw. 
A nearcr matter that concerneth him, 
For feare his Lordſhip had forgotten met 
But ſith he hath remeinbred me ſo well, 
Come 
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Com 0” Cart ok, whenghatwe to this geere? 
Hur, Stand foorth thou monſter, murderer of men. 
And heere for ſatisfaction of the wor: de, 
Confeſle thy follie, and repent thy fault, 
For there's thy place of execution. {A 
Ped. This is ſhort worke? well, to your Marſhalſhip: 
Firſt, I confeſſe(nor feare I death therefore} 
I am the man, *cwas I ſlew Serberine. 
But ſir, then youthinke this ſhall be the place, 
Where we ſhall ſatisfic you for this geare? 
Depu. I, Pedringano. 
Ped. Now, I thinke not ſo, 
Hliero. Peace impudent, for thou ſhalt finde it ſo, 
For blood with blood, ſhall while I fir as Judge, 
Be ſatisfied, and the law diſchargde. 
And though my ſelfe cannot receiue the like, 
Vet will I ice that other haue their right. 
Diſpatch, the fault apptoued and confeſt, 
And by out la he is condemn'd to die. 
Hang. Come on ſit, are you redy? 
Ped, To doe what, my fine officious knaue? 
Hang. To go to this geere. | 
Ped. O ſir, you are too forward, thou wouldſt faine furniſh 
me with a haltet, to disfurniſh me of my habit. 
So ] ſhould go out of this geete my tayment, into that geere 
the rope: 
But Hang- man, now ſpie your knauetie, lle not chaunge 
without boote, that: flat. 
Hang. Come ſit. 
Pea. So, then I muſt vp. 
Hang. No temedie. 
Pea. Yes, but there ſhall be for comming downe. 
Hang. Indeed heere's a remedie tor that. 
Ped, How,beturned off? 
Hang. Itruely : come, ate you readie? 
I pray you fir piſpatch, the day goes away. 


Ped, What doe you hang by the houre?if you doe, l may 
F;. chaunce 


Tye < IS 
chanceto breake yourolfcuftome, + --__ | 
Hang. Fayth you haue no reaſon, for I am like to breave 
your young necke. 
ed. Doelt thou mocke me Hag pray God I be 
not preſerued to breake your knaues pate for this. 
Hang. Alas fir, you are a foote too low te reach it, and I 
hope you will neuer grow ſo high while 1 am in the office. 
Ped. Sirra,doit ſee yonder boy with the boxe in his hand? 
Hang. What, he that poyntes to it with his finger? 
Ped. |, that companien. 
Hg. I know him not: but wharof him 
Ped. Doeſt thouthinke to liue till his old doublet will 
make thee a ne, truſſe: 1 1 
Hang. I, and many a faite yeere after, to truſſe yp many an 
Rh man then either thou or he. wa 
Ped, What hach he in his Boxe as thou thinkeſt? 
Hang. Faych I cannot tell, nor I care not greatly. 
Me thinks you ſhould rather hatken to your ſoules health, 
Ped. Wny ſirra Hg, I take it, that that is good for 
the body .it like viſe good for the ſoule : and it may be in the 
Boxe is Balme for both. 
Hang. Well, thou art euen the merricſt peece of mans 
fleſh that euer grond at my office dogte. 
Ped. Is your roagarie become an office with a kniues 
name / | : 
Hang. I, and that ſhall all they witneſſe, that fce you ſcale 
it with a theeues name. ä 
Ped. | prethee, requeſt this good company to pray for me. 
Hang. | mary ſir, this is a good motion: my mailters,you 
ſec here's a goo? fellow. 
Ped, Nay nay. no I remembcr me, let them alone till 
ſome other time, for now l haue no great neede. 
Hier, | haue not ſeene a wretch io impudent, 
O monſtrous times where murder's fer fo light, 
And where the ſoulethat ſhould be ſhrinde in heauen, 
Soldy de liglites in interdicted thinges, | 
Still wandring inthe thornie pallages,. a 
| bat 


a 
T be Span * — il 
That intercept: it ſelfe of happineſſe. 


Murder, O bloodie mooſter : God torbid, e 


A fault ſo toule ſhould ſcape vnpuniſhed, 
Diſpatch, and lee the execution done, 


This makes me to temember thee my Sonne. Exit Hier. | 


Ped, Nay ſoſt, no haſte. 


Dep. Why, wherefote ſlay you: haue you hope of life? 


Ped, Why l. ö 
Hag. Ashow? 
Pee. Why raſcall, by my Pardon from the King. 
Hag · Stand you on that, then you ſhall off with this. 
He turnes bim off, 
Depu. So Executioner,conuey him hence, 
But let his body be yaburicd. 
Let not the earth be choakedor infec̃t 
Wich that which heauen contemnes, and men neglect. 
Extunt. 
Enter Hieramimo. 
Hliero. Where ſhall I run to breath abroad my woes? 
My woes, whoſe weight hath weetied the earth. 
Or mine exclaimes that haue ſurcharg*d the ayre, 
Wu ceaſles plaintes for my deceaſſed donne: 
The bluſtring windes conipiring with my wordes, 
At my lament. haue mooued the leaucles Trees, 
Durobile the Meddowes ot their lowred greene, 
Made Mountaines marſh with ipringtide of my teares, 
And broken through the btaſen gates of Hell: 
Vet ſlul tormented is my tortured ſoule, 
With broken ſighes, and reſtles pazfions, 
That winged, mount, and houering ia the ayre, 
But at the windowes of the brighte(t heaucus, 
Solliciting for juſtice and reuenge : 
Bur they are plac'd iu thoſe imperiall heightet. 
Where countermurde wich walles of diamond, 
I finde the place imptegnable : and they, 
Reſiſt my woe and giue my wordes no Way. 


Enter 
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; gedlie. 
Suter Hangman with a Letter, 
He, O Lord ſir, God bleiſe you ſirethe man fir, Petergade 
Sir, he that was ſo full of merry conceites, 

Hera, Well, what of him? 

Hang. O Lord ſit, he went the wrong way, the fellow had 
faire commisfion tothe contrary, Sir,heere is his paſ- 
port: I pray you ſir, we haue done him wrong. 

Hliero. I wattrant thee, giue it mee. 

Hang. You will ſtand betweene the Gallo wes and mee. 

Hero. I, I. 

Heng. I thanke your L. worſhip. Exit Hangman. 

Hrero. And yet though ſomewhat nearer me concernes, 

J will to caſe the griefe that I ſuſtaine, 
Take truce with ſorrow while I read on this, 

«My Lord, Iwrue a4 my extreames requirdt, 

That you Would labour my delierie : 

If you neglict, my life is deſperate, 

And m my death, I ſba l reueaſt the troth. 

Tou know my Lord, I ſlew him for your ſake, 

And was confederate with the Prince and you, 

Wonne by revwardes, and hopefull promiſes : 

I halpe to murder Don Horatio tce. 

Holpe hee to murder mine Horatio? 

And actors in th'ac cutſed Tragedie, 

Wĩaſt thou Loremo, Balthaxar and thou 

Of whom my ſonne, my ſonne deſetu'd lo well? . 
What haue [ heard? What haue mine eyes beheld? 
O ſacred Heauens, may it come to paſſe, 

That ſuch a monſtrous and deteſteddeed, 

So cloſely ſmothered, and ſo long conceald, 
Shall thus by this, be venged or reueald 

Now ſee [ what, I durſt not then ſuſpect, 

That Hel. imperias letter was not faignde, 


Nor faigned ſhee,though falſely they haue wrongde 
Bo. h her, my ſelfe, Horatio, and themſelues. 


Now may I make compare twixt hers and this, 
Of cucry accedent, I neare could ſinde, 


Till 
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Till now, and now I feelingly perceiue 
They did what heauen vnpunitht would not leaue. 
O falſe L:rer:20, are theſe thy flattering lookes? 
Is this the honour that thou didſt my ſonne? 
And Baithazar, banc to thy ſoule and me, 
Was this the ranſome he reſeru'd thee for? 
Woe to the cauſe ef tlic le conſtrained warres, 
Woe to thy baſenes and captiuitie, 
Woe to thy birth, thy bodie, and thy ſoule, 
Thy curſed father, and thy conquered ſelſe: 
And band with bicter execrations be, 
The day and place where he did pittie thee. 
But wherefore waſte [| imine vnftuitfull wordes, 
When naught but blood will ſati ie my woes? 
I will goe plaine me to my Lord the King, 
And cry aloude for iuſtice through the couit. 
Wearing the flintes with theſe my withered feete, 
And either purcl:ace iuſtice by intteates, 
Or cyre them all with my teuenging threates. Exit, 
Enter Fab. Ila and i er maid, 

Ia. So that you ſay, this herbe will purge the eye, 
And this che head; ah, but none of them will purge the hart: 
No,ther's no medicine left for my diſeaſe, 


Nor any phy ſicke to tec ute the dead. 


She runnes lumat ic le. 
Horatio O wheer's Heruie. 
. Adaid, Good madame, affright not thus your ſelfe, 
With out- rage for your lonne £1orat:o. 
He ſleepes in quiet in the Elia fields. 
I/a. Why did I not giue you gownes and goodly thinges, 
Bought you awhiſtle and a whiplta'ke too; 
To be reuenged on their villanies, 
Alaid. Maddame, theſe humours do torment my ſoule. 
I/a. My ſoule, poore ſoule thou talkes of things 
Thou knowelt not what, my ſoule hath filuer wings, 
That mountes me vp vnto the higheit heauens, 
To deauen, I chere lits my Horan, 
X G Bac; 
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Backt with a troupe officrie Cherubines, 
Dauncing about his newly healed woundes, 
Singing 1weete Hymnes, and chaunting heauenly notes, 
Rare harmogie to greet his innocencie 
4 har liude: I, dide, a mirrour in our day es. 
Bur tay, where ſhall I finde the men, the murderers 
I hat ſlew Horatio whither fhall I ruane 
To finde them out, that murdered my Sonne? Txeuia. 
Bel-1mperia at 4 Mv. 
Bel. What meanes this outrage that is offered me? 
Why ain I thus ſequeſtred trom the Court? 
No notiſe: ſhall I not know the caule 
Ot this my ſecret and ſulpitious ils? 
Accurſed brother, yokinde murderer, 
Why bendes thou thus thy minde to martire me? 
Hicromimo, why write] of thy wronges? 
Oc why art thou ſo flacke in thy teuenge? 
eAndrea,O Arvdrea,that thou iawelt 
Mee, tor thy friend Hcratio handled thus, 
And him tot me, thus cauſeleſſe murdered, 
Well, torce perſotc e, I mult conſttaine my ſelfe 
To patience, and applie me to the time, 
Till heaven (as I haue hoped) ſhall ſer me free. 
Enter Chrittopbi, 
c Come, Madaine Bel mperia, this may not be. 
Emer Lyents, Balthazar, and the Page. 
Lor. Boy, talke no further, thus farre thiuges go well, 
Thou att aſured that thou ſaweſt him dead? 
Page. Or els, my Lord, [ liue not. 
Lor. That's cnough, 
As fer his teſolution in his ende, 
Leaue that to him with whom he ſoĩourns now, 
Hecre take my Ring, and giue it Ch epbil, 
And bid him let my Siſtet be enlargde, I 
Aud bring her hicher ſtraight. Exit 1 + 
Thu that | did was for a policie, þ 
| To 
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To ſmooch and keepe the murder ſecret. 
Which as a nine dayes wonder being ore-blowne, 
My gentle Siſter will | now inlarge. 
Bale, And time Lerenzs,for my Lord the Duke, 
You heard inquired for her yeſter-· night. 
Ler. Whytand my Lord, I hope you heard me ſay 
Sufficient reaſon why ſhe kept away. 
But that's all one, my Lord, you loue her? 
Bale. I. 
Ler. Then in your loue be ware, deale cunningly, 
Salue all ſuſpitions, onely ſooth me vp. 
Aud if ſhe hap to ſtand on teatmes with ys: 
As for her ſweet-hart, and concealement ſo, 
Jeſt with her gently, vnder faigned ielt 
Are thinges concealde,that els would breed vnteſt. 
But heere ſhee comes. 
Enter Bel-imperia, 
Lor. Now Silter, 
Bil. Siſter : no, thou art no brother, but an enemie, 
Els wouldſt thou not haue vſed thy Siſter ſo, 
Furſt to affiight me with thy weapons drawne, 
And with extreames abuſe my company, 
And then to hurrie me like whirle-winds rage, 
Anudſt a crue of thy confederates? 
And clap me vp where none might come at me, 
Nor I at any, to teueale my wronges. 
Waat madding ſurie did poſſeſſe thy wits? 
Or wherein ist that I offended thee? 
Lor. Aduiſe you better Beimperes, 
For I haue done you no diſparagement, 
Vnleſſe by more diſcretion then delerued, 
I ſought to ſaue your homour and mine one. 
Zel. Mine honour? why Lorenzo, wherein ist 
That I neglect my reputation ſo, 
As you,or any neede to reſcue it? 
Lor. His highneſſe, and my father wete teſolu d, 
T + come conſette with olds Hierenme, 
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Concerning certaine watters ofeſtate, 
That by the Cice- rey was determined, 

Bel. And wherein was mine honour toucht in that? 
Bal. Have pacience Beſlumperia, heare the teſt. 
Lor. Me next inſight as meilenget they ſent, 

Ie gine him notice that they were ſonigh: 
Now when I came, conlorted with the Prince, 
And vnexpected in an Arbour there, 
Found Feimperia with ratio. 
Bel. How than? 
Ler, Why then remembring that old diſgrace, 
W hich you tor Den Anarea had indurde, 
And now were likely longer to ſuſteine, 
By being found ſo meanely accompaned. 
I nougn rather {for I know no readier meane) 
Io ti. ruſt Herti toorth my fathers way. 
Bal. And cattie you obicurely ſome-Mhere els, 
Leaſt chat his H1ghnes ſhould haue founde you there. 
Bel, Euen ſo my Lord, and you are witnes, 
That this is true which he entreateth of. 
vou (gentle brother torged this for my ſake,) 
And you, iny Lord, were made his inſtrument: 
A worke of woarth, worthy the nooting too. 
But what's the cauſe that you conceald me ſince? 
Lr. Jour melancholy, Siſter, lince the newes, 
Of your fitil fauourite Don eAnavreas death, 
My tathers old wrath hath exaſperate. 
Bal, And better waſt tor you being in diſgrace, 
To abſent your ſelſe, and giue his furie place. 
Bel. But why had I no notice of hisirc? 
Lyr. T hat were to adde more ſewell tothe fire, 
Who burnt like tu, for eAnareas loſſe. 
Bel. Hath not my father then enquirde for me? 
Lar. Siſter, he hath, and thus excuſdc ] thee. 


He wiſporerhj in her tare, 


But Bel-wperia,ſee the gentle Prince, 
Looke on thy loue, behold yong Bala, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe paſzions by thy preſence are increaſt, 
And in whoſe melancholy thou maieſt ſee, 
Thy hate, his loue: thy flight, his following thee. 
Bel. Brother, you are become on O:atur, 
I know not l, by what experience. 
Too polliticke for ine, palt all compare, 
Since laſt | ſaw you: but content your ſelfe, 
The Prince is meditating higher thinges. 
Bal. Tis ofthy beautie then, that coaquers kinges, 
O thoſe thy treſles Ariadnes twines 
Wherewith my libertie thou haſt ſurpriſde, 
Or that thine iuorie front my ſorrowes map, 
W hercin I ſee no Heauen to reſt my hope. | 
Bel. To loue, and feare, and both at once my Lord. 
In my conceite, are things of more import 
Then womens wits are to be buſied wich. 
Bal. Tis l that louc, 
Hel, Whom? 
Bat. Bel-:mperia, 
Bel. But I that feare, 
Ball. Whom? 
Bel. Bel mperia. 
Lr. Feate your ſelſe? 
Fel, I Brother, 
Lor. How? 
Bel. As thoſe chat when they loue, are loach, & ſeate to loſe 
Balt, Then faire, let Bahar & your keeper be. 
Bel, Bahbazar doth feate as well as Me. 
Eft tremulo me tui pauidem iunætre timorem, 
Et vanum ſt oli de pr oditionis pu. Ex. 
Lor. Nay, and you argue thinges ſo cunningly, 
Weele goe continue this diſcourſe at Coutt, 
Bat. Led by the load-ſtarre of her keauenly lookes, 
Wendes poore oppreſſed Babara, 
A ore the mountaiues walkes the wanderer, 
Incertaine to effect his Pilgrimage. 0 
| Extrem. 
G3. Enter 
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Enter no Po tingales and FHironime meets them, 
x By your leaue fir, 
Hie. Tin neither as you thinke, nor as you thipke, 
Nor as you thinke : you'r wide all: 
Theſe ſlippers are not mine, they were my ſonne Horatio, 
My ſonne, and what's a ſonne? | 
A thing begot within a — of minutes, there about: 
A lumpe bred vp in darkeneſſe, and doth ſerue 
To ballace theſe light creatures we call Women: 
And at nine moneths ende, creepes foorth to light. 
What is there yet in a ſonne : 
To make afather dote, raue, or runne mad. 
Being borne, it poutes, cry es, and breeds teeth. 
What is there yet in a ſonneꝰ He mult be fed, 
Be taught to goe, and ſpeake I, or yet, 
Why might not a man loue a Calfe as well? 
Or melt in paſsion ore a fiisking Ki? 
As for a Sonne, me thinkes a young Bacon, 
Or a fine little ſmooth Horſe- colt 
Should mooue a man, as much as doth a Sonne: 
For one of theſe in yeric little time, 
Will grow to ſome good vſe, where as a ſonne, 
The more he growes in ſtature and in yeeres, 
The more vnſquard, vnbeuelled he appeares, 
Recons his parents among the renke at fooles, 
Strikes care ypon their heads with his mad tyots. 
Makes them Jooke old, before they meet with age: 
This is aſonne: And what aloſſe were this, conſideted cruly? 
O but my Horatio,grew out of reac: of theſe 
In ſatiate humouts: He loued his leuing parents, 
He was my comfort, and his mothers ioy, 
The very arme that did holde vp our houſe, 
Our hopes were ſtored vp in him. 
None but a damned inurderer could hate him: 
He had not ſeene the backe of nineteene yeere, 
When his ſtrong arme vnhorſt the proud Prince Babharer, 
And his great minde too fall of Honour, 
Tooke 
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Toke him vs to mercy, that valiant, but ignoble Porting die. 
Well, heauen is hea ven [ill, | 
And tticre io Neweſss and Furies, 
And thiages called whips, 
And they lomctimes doe meete with murderers, 
T hey doe not alwayes ſcape, that's ſome comtort, 
I. I, l, and then time (tcales on and ſteales, and ſleales 
Till violence leapes ſootth like thunder 
Wrapt in a bali of fire, 
And ſo doth bring confuſion to them all, 
Good lcauc haue youtnay,l pray you goe, 
For Ile lcaue you, if you tan leave me, loe. 
2 Pray you which is the way to my L. che Dukes, 
Hu, | he next way from me. 
1 To his houſe we meane. 
Hie. O, hard by, tis yon houſe that ye ſee. 
2 You could not tell ys it his ſunne were there? 
Hur. Who, my Lord Lirenge: 
1 Ifir. 


Hs goa in at one dure, and come! out at an ot her. 
Hier. Out. beate, for other talke for vs farre fitter were, 

But it you be importunate to know 
Ihe way to him, and where to finde him out, 
Theu hit to me, and lle teſolue your doubt. 
T here is a path vpon your left hand ſide, 
That leadeth froin a guiltie Conſcience, 
Vaco atorreſt of dittrult and feare, 
A datkelome place and dangerous to paſle, 
There ſhall you meet with melancholy thoughtes, 
W hoſe baictull humours if you but vphold, 
It will conduct you to ditpaire and death: | 
Wavie rockie cliffes, when you haut once beheld, 
Within a bugie dale of lalling night, 
That ainlded with the worldes im quities, 
Doch cait vp tiltnie and dete ſted tuines, 


Not fate frown chance where murtiicrers haue built, 
3 A habi- 
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A lableacion for their curſed ſoule 
There, in a brazen Caldron fixt by [ove 
In his tell wrath,vpon a ſulpher flame: 
Your ſelues ſhall finde Lorenzo bathing him 
la boyling Lead, and blood of Innocents. 
1 Ha, ha, ha. 
Flicro. Ha, ha, ha: why ha, ha, ha. Fare well good ha, ha, ha. 
Exit, 
2 Doubtleſſe this man is pasfing lunaticke, 
Oc imperfection of his age doth make him dote. 
Come, let ys away, toſecke my Lord the Duke, Excurr. 
Euter Huronims with a Poynard in one band, and 
4 Rope in the ot hir. 
Hliero. Now ſir, perhaps, l come and fee the King, 
The King ſees mee, and faine would heare my ſute. 
Why is not this a ſtrange and ſeld ſeene thing, 
That flanders by, with toyes (ſhould ſtrike me mute? 
Goe too, I ſee their ſhiftes, and lay no more. 
Hironma, tis time for thee to trudge, 
Downe by the dale that flowes with purple gore, 
Standeth a firie Tower: there lits a Iudge, 
Vpon a lcat of Steele and molten Braſſe: 
And twixt his teeth he holdes a fircbrand, 
That leades vnto the lake where Hell doth ſtand: 
Away Hicronimo, to him begon, 
Heele do thee iuſtice for Forarwos death. 
Turne downethis path,thou ſhalt be with him ſtraight, 
Or this, and then thou needſt not take thy breath, 
This way, or that way : ſoft and faire, not ſo, 
For it I hang or koll my ſelte, lets know 
Who will revenge Heratios murder then? 
No no, ſie no: pardon me, lle none of that. 
He flinges away the dag ger and halter. 
This way Ile take, and this way comes the King, 
He takes them vp gabe. 
And heere Ile haue a fling at him, that's flat. 
And Baibazar, Ile be with thee to bring, 
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Hier. Tuſtice, O juſtice ro Hieronime. 
Lor. Back, ſeeſt thou not the King is buſie? 
Hier. O. is he ſo? 
King. Who is he that jncerrupts our buſines? 
Hier, Not I: Hierommo be ware, goe by, goe by, 
Embaſ. Renowned King, he bath receiued, and read 
Thy kingly proffers, and thy promiſt league: 
And as a man extreamely ouer-ioy'd, 
To heate his ſonne fo princelie entertain'd, 
Whoſe death he had lo folemnly bewaird. 
T his for thy further ſatis faction, 
And Kinglic loue, he kindly lets thee know: 
Firſt, for the marriage of his princelie lonne, 
With Bel-1mperia thy beloued Nece, 
The newes ate more delightfull to his ſoule, 
Then Myrrhe or lucenſe tothe offended heauens, 
In perſon thetefote will he come himſelfe, 
To ſee the marriagerites ſolemnized. 
And in the preſence of the court of Spaine, 
To knit a ſure inexphcable band, 
Of Kingly loue, and euerliſting league, 
Betwixt the Crawnes of Spaine and Portingale, 
There will he giue his Crowne to Bahar, 
And make a Queene of el. pris. 
King. Brother, how like you this our Vice-roys love? 
Caſt. No doubt, my bad it is an argument 
Of honourable care to keepe his friend, 
And wonderous zea le to Balthazar his ſonne: 
Nor am I leaſt indebted to his Grace, 
That bends his likeing to my daughter thus. 
Eb. Now laſt(dread Lord)heere hath his Highnes ſem 
Alchoug he ſend pot * his lonne tetutne, * 
9 | 
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His tanſome que to Dow fai. : 
Hit, Horatio, hs cadics Horatio? 
Kung. And well cerambred, thanke his Maigtic t 


Heete ſee it giver to Hera. 
Hir. Iuſtice, O iuſtice, iuſtice gentle King. 
King. Who is that ? Arms. 
Hiro. luſtice, O iuſtice: O iny ſonne, my ſonne, 
My ſonne, whom naught can ranſome or tedeeme. 
Lir, Hironawo, you are not well aduilde; 
Heere. Away Lorenzo, hinder me ne more, 
For thou haſt made me b ankrupt of my bliſſet 
Ge me my ſonne,you ſhall not ranſome him, 
Away, Ile rip the bowels of the carth, 
He anger With bis Dagger, 
And ferric ouer to th En plaines: - 
And bring my Sonne to ſhew his deadly woundes. 
Stand from about me, Ile make a Pickaxe of my Poniard, 
And heere ſurcender yp my Marſhalſhipr 
For Ile go marſhall vp the Feendes ia hell, 
To be auenged on you all, for this. ä 
Kin, What meanes this outrage? will none of you teſſtaine 


his furie. | 
Hure, Nay ſoft and faire, you ſhall not need to ſtrive, 
Needes muſt he go that the diuels drive. Exit. 


King. What accident hath hapt to Hierowime? 
I have not ſcene him to demeane him ſo, | 
Lor. My gratious Lord, he js with extreame pride, 
Conceiued of zoung Heratio his Sonne, 
And couetous of hauing to himſelfe, 
Theranſeme of the young Prince Balthac ax, 
Diſtract, and in a manner lunaticke. 
Rug. Beleeue me Nephew we are ſorrie ſot't, 
This is the love that Fathers beare their Sonnest 
But gentle brother, go giue to him this gold. 
T he Princes ranſome, let him haue his due, 
For what he hath ere hall not want, 


H. ppely. farcromume hach need thereof, 
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Lou. Butifhe be thus haplefly diſttact, 

Tis requiſite his office be reſignde, 
And giuen to one of more diſcretion. or 

Kuwy, We ſhall incteaſe his Melancholy fo, 
Tu beit we ſee ſurther init firſt: 

Till whey, our (cite will exempt the place. 
And brother,now bring in che Embaſladour, 
That he may be a witneſle ot the match 

Twixt Baſthatur and Bel umperia, 

And that we may prefaxe a cettaine time, 
Whereinthe Marriage ſhall be ſolemuized, 
That we may haue thy Lord the Vice- roy heere. 

Emb, Theteip your Highneſſe highly (hall content 
His Maieſſie, that longesto heare from hence. 

Mr · Ou then, & heate your Lord Embaſſadour. Excuut. 

Enter Iaques and Pedro, 

Jag, I wonder Pede, why out Maiſter thus 
At midnight ſendes vs with our T orches light, 
When man and bird and beaſt are all at relt, 

Saue thoſe that watch ſo- rape and bloodie murder? 

Ped. O 'a3nes,know that our Maiſters tniade 
Is much diſttaught fince his Flerenio dicd 
And now hiv aged yeere> ſhoul.: ſl:eperareſt, 

His hatt in quiet; like a deiperar mau, 
Gruyes lugaticke aud childiſh tor his Sonne! 
$ metunes as he doth at huis table tits 
He ſpcakes as if Heraus ſtood by him, 
Ihen ſtarting in a tage falles on the earth, 
Cryes out Nerat o, Where is my Horatio? 
So that with extreame grieſe and cutting ſorrow 
T hece is not lett n hum one ynch of man: 
See where he comes. 
Enter Hieremmo. 

Hu. I prie through euerie creuie of each wall, 
Looke on each tree, and ſearch through euery brake: 
Beat at che buſhes, ſtampe our gtandam ear, 
Dius in the water, and ilare 1 to heanen, 

n ad: | 


Fei 


* 
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Vet cannot I behold my ſonne Herͤ nen. 
How now, Who's there, ſpiries, ſpirites/ 
Ped. We are your ſeruantes that attend you ſir. 
H. e. What make you with your torches in the darke. 
Ved. You bid vs light them, and and attend youhere, 
Hier. No, no, you are decemui d, not I; you are deceiu'd 
Was io mad tobid you light your torches now, | 
Ligt t ine your torches at the mid of noone, | 
When as the Sui God rides in all kis glories . 
Light me your torches then. 
Ped. Then we butne day light. : « 
Ii. e. Let ii be burnt, night ; a murderous ſlut, 
IT hat would not haue her tte aſons to be ſeene, 
And youder pale faced Hec-c there, the Moone, 
Poth giue content to that is don in darkneſſe, 
And all thoſe Starres that gaze ypon het face, 
Are aggots on her flecue, pins on her traine, 
Andthole that ſhould be powerfull and civine, . 0 
Doe ſleepe in daikenes when they melt ſhould ſhine, 

Ped. Provoke them not faite fir, with tempting wordes, 
The heauens are gratious, and your miſeries and {orow, | 
Makes you ſpeake you know not what, 

Hir. Villaine, thou lieit, and thou doc ſt nougkt 
But tell me I am ma thou lieſt, I am not mad. 

1 know thee to be Pedro, and he Jaques, 
Ile proue it tothee, and were I mad, how could I? 
Where was (he that ſame night when my Hor.ivas murdred 
She ſhould haue ſhone: Search thou the booke, (gace 
Had che Moone ſhone, in my boyes ſaceſthere was a kind of 
T hat | know)nay, I doe know, had the murderer ſeene him. 
His weapon would have fall'o and cut the eatt , * 
Had he beene framed of nought but blood and death, 
Alacke when miſchiefe doth it knowes not what, 
What ſhall we jay to miſchicte?. 

Euter als. 


Ja Deare Hime. come ina doores. „ 4 
O, ſecke not meangs ſo to encreaſe thy ort. L 


ks ; 5 Hier. In- 
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Hier, Indeed, Jſabellawe doe nothing heere, »: ,' | - 
I doe not cry, aſ ke Pedro and ae Jaquer 
Not I indeed, we are very merrie, verie mertie. 
l/a, How, be meric heere, be metrie heete, 
Is not this the place, and chis the very tree, 
W here my. Heratis died, where he was murdered? 
Hier, Was, doe not. ſay whati let her weepe it out. 
Illis was the tree, I ſet it of a kirnell, 
And when our hot Spaine could nor letit grow 
Hut that the infant and the humaine lap 
Began to wither, duly twice a morning, 
Would | be ſprinkling with fountaine water, | 
At laſt it grewe, and gre we, and bore and bote, 
Till at the lenth it gte a gallowes, and did beate our fonnk 
le bore thy fruit and mine: O wicked plant. 
One noche wit Hin at the dire, 
See who knocks there? 
Pedro, It is a painter hr, 
Hir. Bid him come in, and paint ſome comfort, 
For ſurely ther none lives but painted comfort, 
Let him come in, one knawes not what may chance, 
Gods will, that | ſhould ſec this tree, 
But euen ſo maſters, vngratfull ſeruanrs reard from nought, 
And then they hate them that did bring them vp. 
Enter the Pager, 
| Paw, God bleſſe you fir, | 
Hit, Wherefore, why, thou ſcorneſull villaine. 
How, where, or by what meanes ſhould l be bleſt, 
Jg. What wouldft thou haue good fellow. 
Par, luſtice Madame, | 
Hu, O ambitious begger, wouldſt thou haue that 
That liues not in the world, 
Why all the vndelud mynes cannot buy 
An ounce of iutice, tis a jewel ſo ineſtinable: | 
I tell thee, God hath engroſſed all iuſtice in his hands, 
And there is none, but what cpmes from him. ( 
Pu. O chea I ſee that God mult right ant for my murdered 
Hy} Hu, How 
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Hus. How,was thy Sonne murdered? _ 
Pain, | fir, no man did hold a Sonne ſo deare; 
Hu, What not as thine i that's a lie 
As mas ſie as tha earth, l had a Sonne 
Whole le iſt youallued haire did waigh 
A chouland of chy ſonnes: and he was murdered, 
Fain, Alas fir,] had no more but he. 
Hier. Nor I, not |: but this ſame one of mine 
Was worth a legion: but all is one. 
Petro, Jaques, goe in a doores : 1/abella goe, 
And this good tellow heere and I, 
Will range this hydious Orchard vp and downe, 
Like to tuo Lyons reaued of their young, 
Goe in at doores, I ay, | Excunt. 
The Painter and be ſus done. 
Come, let's talke wiſely now! 
W as thy Sonne mutdeted 
Pain. I ſir. 
Hier, So was mine. 
w doo'lt take it / art thou not ſometimes wad? 
Is there no trickes that comes betore thine cycs?. 
Pam. O Lord,yes fir. 
Hier. Art a Painter? canſt paint me a teare or a wound, 
A groane or a ſigh?Canſt paint me ſucn a teate as this3 
Pain, Sir, I am ſure you haue heard of my painting, 
My name's Bazarde. 
Hie. Bazardo afore- god, an excellent fellow.Looke you lit, 
Doe you lee, I'de haue you paint me my Gallitie 
In your Oyle colours, matted ;and draw mee fiue 
Yeeres younger then I am. Doe ye ſee ſit, let Gue 
Yceres goe, iet them goe like the Marihall of Spaine: 
My wite Iſabella ſtanding by me, 1 
With a ſpeaking looke to my ſonne Horatio, 
Which hould entend to thun, ot forme ſuch like purpoſer 
God bleſſe thre my ſweet ſonne: and my hand leaning vpon 
Niro ad, thus fir, doe you ſet may it be dona :> ö 
Tam. Very well firs. 1 ; | ; 
| Hu, Nays 
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Hier. Nay, Ipray marke me, fir, Then fir, would I haue 
you paint me this tree, this very tree. 

Canſt painte a doletull crie? 

Pain, Seemingly, fir, 
Hier. Nay, it ſhould ctie: but all is one. 

Well (ir, paint me a youth, run thorow and thorow with yik 

laines ſwordes, hanging vpon this tree. 

Canſt thou drawa murderer? 

Tamter. Ile warant you fr, 
I haue the pattern of the molt notorious villaines that euer 
liued in all Spaine* 
Hie. O let them be worſe, worſe:ſtretch thine Art, 

And let their beardes be of Iadas his owne colour, 

And let their eie- bros iutcic oueriia any caſe obſerue that 

Then far, after ſome voiolent noyſe, 

Bring mee foorth in my ſhirt, and my gowne vnder mine 
arme, with my torch in my hand, and my ſword reared vp 
thus: amd with theſe wordes, 

What noy/e is this? Who cal i Hieronimo? 

May it be done? | 
Pai, Yealir, 

Hiro. Well ſir, then bring me forth, bring me thorow allie 
and allie, (till with a diſtacted countenance going along, 
and let my haire heaue vp my aght-cap, 

Let theclowds ſcowle, make the Moene darke, the Starres 
extinct, the Windes blowing, the Belles towling; the 
Owle ſhriking, the Toades ctooking, the Minutes icte 
ing. and the Clocko ſtriking ewelue, 

And then at laſt fir, ſtarting. behold a man haaging : And 
totteting, and totteting as you know the winde will 
wauc a man, and I with a trice to cut him downe. | 

And looking vpon him by the advantage of my torch, finde 
it to be my ſonne Horatio, 

There you may a paſhon, thete you may ſhew a pasſion, 

Draw mee like olde Priam of Tr-y, 

Crying, che houſe is a fire, the houſeis a fire, 

As the corch ouer my head. abe me cutſe, | 

e : Make 
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Make me raue, make me cry, make me mad, 
Make me well a gaine, make me curſe hell; 
Inuocate heauen, and in the ende, leaue me 
In a traunce, and fo foorth, 

Paint, And is this the end, 

Hie. O no. there is no end: the end is death and madneſſe, 
As I ain never bettet then when [ am mad, 
Then methinkes I am a brane fellow, 
Then I doe wonders: But reaſon abuſeth me, 
And there's the torment, there's the hell +» 
At the laſt, ſir, bring me to one of the murderers, 
Were he as ſtrong as Hector, thus would l 
Teare and drage him vp and downe, 

Et beates the Pamtey m,t ben, comes ont againe 
with a Booke in his band, 

Uindilta mihi. 
I, heauen will be teueng'd of euery ill, 
Nor will they ſuffer murder varepaidet 
Then ſtay, Hierommo, attend their will, 
For mortall men may not appoint a time. 

Per ſeelns ſemper tmtum eſt ſcelerihus iter. 
Strike, and ſtrike home,where wrong is offered thes, 
For euils vnto ils conductets be, 
And death's the worſt of reſolution : 
For he that thinkes with patience to contend 
To quiet life, his life ſhall ea{ily ende. 
» Fataſi miſeros tnnant habes ſalus em. 

F mw vitam neg ant. habes ſepulchrum, 
If Deſtinie thy mileries doe eaſe, 
Then haſt thou health, and happy ſhalt thou be, 
If Deſtinie deny thee life Hieronumo, 
Yet ſhalt thou be aſſurd ofa tombe, 
If neither, yet let this thy comfort be, 
Heauen couereth him that hath no buriall. 
And to conclude, I wil revenge his death, 
But how?not as the vulgar wits of men, 
Wich open, but ineuitable ils: | 
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As by a ſectet, yet a certaine meane, 
Which vnder kindſhip will be cloaked beſt, 
Wiſe men wil take their oppertunitie, 
Cloſely, and ſafely fitting things to time, 
But in extre ames vantage bath no time. 
And theretore all times fit not for revenge: 
Thus therefore will I reſt me in vnrell, 
Diſlembliag quiet in vuquietneſſe, 
Not ſeeming that | know their villanies, 
That my kmplicitie may make them thinke,. 
That ignorantly, | wil let it ſlip: 
For 1gnorance I wot, and well they know, 
Remealum m ilorum mers eſt, 
Nor ought auailes it me to menance them. 
Who, as a wintrie ſtorme vpon a plaine. 
Willbeare me downe with their nobihtie. 
No,no,tuonimo, thou mutt enioyne 
© Thine eies to obſeruation, and thy tongue 
To milder ſpeeches, then thy ſpitites afforde, 
T hy heart to patience, and thy hands toreſt, 
T hy Cappe to curteſie, and thy knee to bow 
Tull to reuenge, thou know when, where, and how, 
| Ae withen, 
How now, what noiſe / what coile is that you keepe? 
Enter a Sernant, 
Ser. Heere are a ſort of poore Petitioners, - 
That are importunate, and it ſhall pleaſe you ſir, 
That you ſhould plead their caſes to the King, 
Hz. That I ſhould plead their ſeuerall Actionit 
"Why let them enter, and let me ſee them. 
Enter thre: Citicent, and as oude man. 
1 So, Itell you this, for learning and for law: 
T hers not any Aduocate in Spaine, . 
That can prevaine, or will cake halfe the paine, 
That he will in purtuic of equitie. 
He, Comencere, you men that thus importune me, 
Now malt I beare a " of _ 
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For this I yſde before my Marſhalſhip, | 
To plead in cauſes as Corregeder, , 
Come on firs, whats the matter? 
2 Sir, an Action. 
Hie-, Ot Battetie? 
x Mie of Debt. 
Fier. Giue place. : 
2 No ſit, mine is an action of the Caſe, 
3 Mine an Eiection firma by a Leaſe. - 
Hier. Content you firs, are you determined 
That I ſhould plead your ſeuerall ations? 
1 I ſit, and heere's my Declaration. : 
2 Andhecreis my — 5 | 
3 And heere is my Leaſe, They piue him payers. 
Hier. But wherefore ſtand you ſillie —— 
With mournefull eyes and handes to heauen vpteatu: 
Come hither Father, let me know thy cauſe? = 
Senix. O worthie Sir, my cauſe but ſlightlie knowne, 
May mooue the hartes of warhke Myrmidons, 
And melt the cotſicke Rockes with rathfull teares. 
Hier. Say Fathet, tell mee, what's thy ſute? 
Semx, No ſit, could my woes 
Giue way vnto my moſt diſtresfull wordes, 
Then ſhould I not in Papet, as you ſee, 
With Incke bewray what blood began in mee. 
Hier. What's heere? The humble Supphcation 
of Den Bazxlto for his murdred Sonne. 
Senix, ISir, 
Hur. No ſit, it was my murdred ſonne, Oh my ſonne, 
Oh my ſonne, ok my ſonne Horatio. 
But mine, or thine, Bazults be content, 
Heere take my Handkercher and wipe thine eyes, 
Whiles wretched I, in thy miſhappes may ice 
The lively pottract ofmydying ſeſſe. 
He cram eth aut a bloody N. 
Ono not this, Horatio this was thine, 
And when [ dide it in thy deatefl blood, 
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This was a token twixt thy ſoule and mee, 
That of thy death reuenged I ſhould bee. 
But heere, take this, and this: what my Purſe! 
I this, and that, and all of them are thine: 
For all as one, ate our extremities, 
t Ob, ſee the kindneſſe of Hicronims. 
This genileneſſe ſhewes him a Gentleman, 
Flier. See ſee, oh (ce thy ſhame uronuwe, 
See heerea lowing father to his ſonne: 
Behold the ſorrowes and the ſad} amentes 
That he delivered for his Sonnes dectaile. 
If loue effectes ſo ſtriues in leſſer thinges, 
If houe enforce ſuch moo des in meanet wits, 
If loue expteſſe ſuch power in poore eſtates; 
Hieronimo,\ hen as a raging Sea, 
Toft with the winde and tyde ore turneſt then 
TT he ypper billowes cous(c of waues to keepe, 
Whilelt lefler waters lobour in the deepe: 
T bet: ſha:nefl thou not Hieremms to neglect 
The ſwilt teuenge of thy Floretiot 
Though on this earth lullice wil not be found: 
Ile done to hell, and in this pas ſion 
Knoc ke dt the dismall gates ot Plus Court, 
Getting by force as once eAlcrder, 
Atroupe of Furies and tot menting Hagges, 
To torti m Den Lerrud and therelt: 
Vet leaſt the triple headed Porter ſhould 
Deoy my paſſage to the ſlymie ſtrond. 
The Thraciam Poet thou ſhalt countetfeitt 
Come olde Father, be my Orpheus, 
And if thou canſt no notes ypon the Hupe, 
Then ſound the burden of the fore hartes griefe, 
Till we do gaine that Projerpine may graune, , 
Reuenge on them that mordred my Sonne. 


Then will | rent and teare them thus, and thus, 


| Shivcriog cheir limbes in peeces wich my teeth. 


T emre the ports 


Ia, 
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1 Oh ſir, my Declaration. 
Ex Hierenimo, and they ter. 

2 Saue my Bond. 
Enter Hicronimo, 
2- Save my Bond. 
3 Alas, my Leaſe, it coſt me ten pound, 
And you my Lord, haue torne the ſame. 
tie. That cannot be, Igaue them neuet a wound. 
Sheu me one drop of blood fall from the ſame: 
How is it poſſible I ſhould ſlay it then? 
Tuch no, tun after, catch me it you can, 
Excunt all but the oldc man. 
Bazulto remames jill Hicronimo enters againe, 
wo ſtaring him in the face, ſpec lat.. 
Flic. And art thou come Hera, trom the depth, 
To aske for zuſlice in this vppet carth? 
To tell thy father thou art vnreuengde, 
To wring more teares from Jſabeilas cyes? | 
Whoſe lightes are dim'd with ouer-lony laments, +» 
Goe backe my Sonne, complaine to Eau, 
For heereꝰꝰ no luſtice, gentle Boy be gone 2 
For lullice is exiled from the eaith. 
Hieronimo will beate thee companie. 
Thy Mother cries on righteous Radamant, 
For iuſt Revenge againſt the murderers, 
Senex. Alas my L-whence ſprings thiseroub'ed ſpeacli. 
Hie. But let me looke on my Horatio : 
Sweete Boy, art thou chang'd in Deaths blacke ſhade? 
Had *Proſerpme no pittie on thy youth? 
But ſuffer thy faire crimſon coloured ſprin 
Wich withered winter to be blatied thus? 
Horatio, thou art older then thy father: 
Ah. ruthleſſe father, that fauout thus ttans formes. 
Biz. Ah my good L. | am not your young ſonne. 
Hir. What, not my ſonne / thou then a ſutie art, 
Sent from the emptie kingdome ot Blacke night, 
To ſummon me to make appearance , 


. Before 


Before grim Mims and iuſt Ralum ent, 
To plague Hrrommo,chat is re miſſe, 
And leckes not vengeance for Horatios death, 
Baz. | ain a greeved Man,and not a Ghoft, 
That came for iuſtice for my murdered ſonne. 
Hir. I, now I know thee, now thou name*lt my ſonne: 
Thou art the liuely image of my griefe 2 
Within thy face my ſorrowes | may ce. | 
Thy eyes are dim'd with teares,thy cheekes arc wan, 
T hyforehcad troubled, and thy murcring lips . 
Murimure ſad wordes abruptly broken off: 
By force of windie ſighes thy ſpirit breathes, 
And all this ſorrow riteth for thy ſonne 2 
And lcelfe-fame ſorrow feele 1 for my lonne, 
Come in old man, thou ſhalt to abel: 
Leane on my arme; I thee, thou mee, ſhalt tay, 
And thou, and l, and ſhe, will ſing a ſong: 
Three pattes in one; but all of diſcordes ſtam'd, 
Talke not of cordes, but let vs now be gone, 

For with a cord Huratio was ſlaine. Ext, 
Emer King of Spaine, the Due, Uice g ey, and Liremzo, 
Balthizar, Don Pedro, and Bel-mper is. 

King, Goe Brother, it is the Duke of Cc e caule, ſalute 
the Cie rey in our name. 
Caſt. I goe. . 
Dice. Coe foorth Don Pedro, fur thy Nephewes ſake, 
And greete the Duke of Caſte. 
Pea. It ſhalbe tir. 
King. An · now to meete the Portingales, 
For as we now ate, ſo ſometimes were thele, 
Kinges and Commaunders of the Weſterne India. 
Wel-come braue Uicc- rey to the Court of Spaine, 
And welcome all his honorable itaine. 
Tu not vnknovne to vs fer why yee come, 
Or haue ſo king'y croſt the Seas; 
Sufficeth it in this, we note the troth, 
And more then common loue you lend to vs. 
ESE \ 4 3. : 0 45 
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So is it that mine honorable Neece: 
Fot it beſeemes vs now that it be knowne, 
Alreadie is betroth'd to Balthazar: 
And by appoynt ment, and our condiscent, 
To motto ate they to be marryed. 
To this intent we entertaine thy ſelſe, 
Thy ſollowers their Eleaſure, and our peace « 
Speake men of Port ingalet, (hall it be ſo; 
It I, lay ſo: rf not, ſay fl ly no; 

Ur, Renowmed King, I come not as thon think'(?; 
Wich doubttull followers, ynrefolued men, 
But ſuch as haue vpon thine Articles | 
Conhrmed thy motion, and contented me. 
Know Soueraigne, I come to ſolemnize . 
The marriage of thy beloued Neece, 
Faire Bel imper iat with my Balthazar, 
With thee my Sonne. whom fith | liue to ſee: 
Heere take my Crowne, I giueit her and thee: 
And let me live a ſolitatie life, 
In ceaſeleſſe prayers f 
To thinke tow ſtrangely heauen hath thee preſerved, 

mg. See brother ſee, how Nature ſlriues in him, 

Come worthy Vice. rey, and accompanie 
Thy friend, with thine extremities; 
A place more priuate fits this Princely moo. 

Vice. Or hecre, or where your Higneſſe thinkes it good. 

— E xeunt all but C. ſand Lor. 

. Nay ſtay Lorenz,o,lec me talke with you, 
Scelt thou this entertainment of theſe Kinges? 

Lyr. I doe my Lord, and ioy to ſee the lame, 

Ca. And knoweſt thou why this meeting is? 

Lor. For her my Lord, whom ata doth loue, 
And to confirme their promiſed marriage. 

Caf. Shee is thy ſiſter. " 

Lor. Who Bel-imperia? I my grocious Lord, 
And this is the day that l haue long' d ſo happehe to ſee. 


Caf. Thou wouldſt be loth that any fault of thine, 
I | 8 Should 
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Should intercept her in her happineſſe. 
Lor. Heavens will not let Lorenzo ette ſo much. 
C. Why then Lorenes, liſten to my wordes: 
It is ſuſpecteꝗ, and reported too, 
That thou Lorenzo wrongd Fieronme, 
And in his ſuites towatdes his Maieſtie, 
Still keepexbim backe, and ſeekes to crofle his ſure, 
Ler. That I my Lord? 
Caf, I tell thee Sonne, my ſelfe haue heard it ſayd, 
When (to my ſorrow) ] haue been aſhamed 
To anſwete for thee, though thou att my Sonne. 
Lorenzo, knoweſt thou not the common loue, 
And kjndnefle that Hreronimo hath wonne 
By his deſertes, within the Court of Spare? 
Oc ſeeſt thou not the K. my brothers care 
In his behalfe,andto procure his hc alch? 
Lor. r, ſhould(t thou thwart his paſſions, 
And he exclayme againſt thee rothe King, 
What henour were*c in this aſlemb'ie, 
Or what a ſcandale were among the Kinges, 
Lo heare Hieremmo ęxclayme on thee? 
I ell mee, and looke thou tell me tiuely too, 
Whence growes the ground of this teport in Court? 
Lor. My Lord, it lyes not in Lerenz's power, 
To ſtop the vulgar liberall of their tongues: 
A ſmall aduantage makes a water breach, 
And no man liues,that Jong coatentech all. 
Caſ. My ſelte haue ſcene thee buſie to keepe backe 
Him, and his Supplications trom the King, 
Lr. Vout ſelte my L. haue ſeene his pas ſions, 
That ill beſeemde the preſence of King; 
And for I pittied him in his diltcefle, 
I helde him thence with kind and courtuous wordes, 
As free from malice to Hieraus, 
As to iny ſoule, my Lerd. BE 
Caf. Hwromme(my ſonne)miſtakes thee then, 
TL. My gracious father, beleeue me, ſo he doth, 
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But whats a ſillie man diſtrat in minde, 
To thinkeypon the murder of his ſonne? 
Alay,how eafte is it for him to erre? 
But for his ſatisfaQtion and the worldes, 
T were good iny Lord, that Fteronime aud l, 
Were teconcild, if he miſconſtet me. 
(at, Lorenzo, thou haſt tayd,it ſhall beſo, 
Goe one of you and call Hirn. 
Emer 'Balthatar and Belimperia. 
Bal. Come Belumperia,Balthatars content, 
My ſorrowes eaſe, and ſoueraigne of my blille, 
Sith heauen hath ordainde thee to be mine: 
Dilperſethoſe cloudes and melancholy lookes, 
And cleerethem vp with thoſe thy ſun-bright eyes, 
Wherein my hope and heauens faire beautie lies. 
Bel. Mylookes my Lord, are fitting for my loue, 
Which new begun, can ſhew no brighter yet. 
Bal. New kindled flames ſhould burne as morning ſunne, 
J. /. But not too faſt, lealt heate and all be done, 
Iſee my Lord my father. 
Bal. Truce my loue, I will goe ſalute him. 
Caſt, Welcome Balthazar, welcome btaue Prince, 
The pledge of Caftiler peace: 
And welcome Bel-mperia : How now pirle? 
Why commeſt thou ſadly to ſalute vs thus? 
Content thy ſelfe, for I am ſatisfied, 
It is not now as when eAnare liu'd, 
We haue forgotten and forgiuen that, 
And chou art graced with a happiet Loue, 
But Balthazer, heere comes Hier ou mo, 
Ile haue a word with him. a 
Enter H iermimo and 4 Scruant. 
Hiro, And wher's the Duke 
Ser, Yonder, 2 
4 Herro, Euen ſo : what new device haue they deuiſed tro? 
Pocas Palabras, milde as the Lambe, 
Iſt Iwill bereuengde?no, I am not che man, 
| C 
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C Welcome HYieronimo, 

Lor. Welcome Hurinime, 

Bal. Welcome Hieremmo. | 

Hire. My Lords, | thanke you for Horatio, 

Caſ, Hitronimo, the reaſon that I ſent 
Jo ſpeake with you, is this. 

Hrero, What, fo ſhore? 

Then lle begon, I thanke you for, 
Caf, Nay, ſtay Hieronamo : goe call him ſonne. 
Ly. Hurommo my father craucs a word with you, 
Hiro, With me in? why my L. I cheught you had done, 

Lor. No, would he had. 

Caſ. Hiero, I: re you ſia ſ your ſelf agreeued at my Son, 
Becauſe you haue not accefle vnto the King: ; 
Ang fay tis hee that intercepts your ſuites. 

Hero, Why, is not this a milerable thing my Lord? 

Caſ. Hiercmme, | hope you haue no caule, 

And would be loth that one of your deſerts, 
Should once haue reaſon to ſuſpe my Sonne, 
Co ſideting ho I thin ke ot you my ſelſe. 

Hicro. Your ſonne Lorenzo, whome my noble Lord, 

T he hope o S, mine honorable friend: 
Grauut ine the combat of them, if they dare. 
Drars out his ſwerd, 


le meete him face to face to tell meſo, 
* Thele be the ſcandalous repartes of tuch, 
\ As loues not mee, an:{hate my Lord too much, 
Should [ ſuſpect Lorenzoivould prevent 
Oc croſle my ſute, that loued my Sonne ſo well? 
My Lord, I am aſhamed it ſhould be ſaid, 

Lor. Heu, neuer gaue you caule, 
Hrero, My good Lord, | know you did not. 
Caſe There pauſe, & tor the ſatisfaction of the world, 

Hu romm frequent my homely houſe, 
T he Duke ot Caſhile Ciprian ancient ſeate, 
Aud wl, en thou wilt, vic mas my ſonne, and itz 


Rus 
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But heere before Prince Balthazar and me, 
Embrace each other, and be perfeR friends, 
Her. I mary, my Lord and ſhall, 
Frindes(quoth he) ſee, Ile be friendes with you alle 
Specially with you my louelie Lord, 
Fordivers cauſes it is fit for vs, 
That we be triendes, the world is ſuſpicious, 
And men may thinke what we imagaine not. 
Bal. Why this is friendly done Hieronimo, 
Lor. And that I hope old grudges are forgot. 
Hier. What els, it were a thameit ſhould not be ſo. 
Caſ. Come on Hieronimo, at my requeſt, 
Let vs entreat your company to day, Excunt, 
Hiro, Your Lordſhipes to commaund, 
Pha;keepe your way, 
Ain c hi mi ſaſ Pui Correzza Che non ſale 
T radito mba otrade wile, Ext 


Enter Gboſt and Reuenge. 
Gboſt, 
Awake Eriftha, Cerberus awake, 
Solicite Pluto gentle Proſerpme, 
To combate Achinen and Erichus in hell, 
For neerd by Stix, and Phlegeren: 
Nor ferried Caron to the fitie lakes, 
Such fearefull ſights, as poote eAnarea ſees 
Renenge awake, 
Reuerg. A wake, for why? 
Ghoſt, A wake Reuenge, tor thou art ill aduiſde, 
To ſleepezaway ; what? thou art warnde to watch, 
Kew, Content thy ſelſe, and do not trouble me. 
Gheft, Awake Revenge, It loue, as loue hath had. 
Haue yet the power or preuailance in heil. 
Hiurmine, with Lorenzo is ioynde in league, 
And intercepts our paſſage to teuenge: 
Awake Revenge, ot we are woe begone. 
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N. Thus wordlings ground what they haue dreamd ypon 
Content thy ſelte «Andrea,though I fleepe, 

Yet is my mood ſoliciting their (oules, 
Sulſiceth thee that poore Hicromimo, 
Cannot forget his ſonne Horatio, 
Nor dies Reuenge, although he ſleepe awhile, 
For in vaquict, quietneſſe is found: 
And ſlumbting is a common workilic wile: 
Behold eAnaree for an inſtance, how 
Renenge bath ſlept, and then imagine thou, 
What tis to be ſubiect to Deſtenie. 
Enter a dumme ſhew. 
boſt. Awake Reuenge, reueale this myſterie. 
nen. The two firſt, the nuptiall torches beare, 
Ads bright burning as the mid- dayes Sunne: 
But after them deth Hume hie as faſt, 
Clothed in Sable, and a Saffron robe, 
And blowes them out, and quencheth them with blood, 
As diſcontent that thinges continue ſo. 

Ghoſt. Suffic eth me, thy meaning vnderſtood, 
And thankes to thee, and thoſe infernall powers, 
That will not tollerate a Louers woe: 

Reſt thee, for I will fit to ſee the telt. 
Eeuen. Then argue not, for thou haſt thy requeſt, 
E 


rea 
ACTVS QVARTVS. 
Enter Bcl-imperia and Hitronims, 
Bel-imperie. 


$ this the kindnes that thea counterfeices/ 
Are thelc the fruites of thine inceſſant teues/ 


R «wn 


1 this the loue then bearlt Horatiaf 
I 


Fimo, are thelethy pasfions, : 
K 2, Thy 
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Thy proteſlatiuns,and thy deepe laments, 

that thou wett wont to Weatie men withall? 

O vnkind Father, O dec eitetull worlde, 

Vith what excules canſt thou ſnew thy ſelfe 7 

Wil what dichonet, and the hate of ment 

From this uiſhonet and the hate of ment > 
Thus to neglect the hiſc and loſſe of him. 

Wrhome both iny letters, and thine owae beliefe. 
Aſſures thee to be c auſe leſle flattered? 

I Iieroi uo, ſot ſhame Hiaime, 

Be tot a hiſtory to after times, 

Ot ſuch iugtatitude vnto thy Sonne, 

Vnhappie Mother of luch children then: 

But monilrous Father, to forget lo ſoone 

he death ofthole, home they with care and coſt, 
H. ue tendred ſo, til us careleſle Il iould be lolt. 

My tele a ſtranger in teſpect of thee, 

So loued his lite, as itil l wiſh their Ceorhes; 

Nor ſhall his death be vnteuengꝰd by me, 
Although I beate it out tor taſh:ons ſake, 

For heere Iſlweare in ſight ot he auen and earth, 
Snouldii thou neg! ct the loue thou ſhoukiltreraine, 
And giuc it ouet, and deuite no inore, 

My ſelte ſhould fend their hateful; ſonle: to hell, 

T hat wrongit his douncfall auh cx:reoncit death, 

Huro, But may it be that B., 

Voves ſuch reuenge a5 lhe hath daind to ſay: 
Why then l {ce that heauen applies our drift, - 
And all the Saintes do (ic ſolicuing, 

For vengeance on thole curie-{ murthetets. 
Madame tis true, and now | finde it ſo, 
IJ ouoda Letter written in your name, 

And in that Letter how Horatio dyed. 

Pardou,O paruon Bel-umperia, - 
My feare and care in not beletuing it, 
Nor thinke, I thoughtles thinke vpon a meane, 
To let his death be vareucngde at full: 
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And hcere Ivo, ſo you but gue conſent, 
And will conceale my reſolution ; 
I will ere long determine of their deaths, 
T nat caulelces thus haue murdered my ſonne. 
B.. Hierenumo, I will conſent, concez'c, 
And ought that may effect for ibine auaile, 
loyne with thee to reuenge Haan death, 
Hi. O1tchen, what ſoeuer I deuiſe, 
Let me entreat you grace my practiies : 
For why the plot s already in my head. 
Heere they are, 
Enter Balthazar end Larenx. 
Tal., How now, Hieranimo, What courting Bel imp: ria 
HI. 1, my Lord, ſuch courting/ as | promi'e you 
She hath my hatt: but you my Lord haue hcrs (lclpe, 
Lor. But now, Hieronmo, or neuer wee are to entteat your 
Hs My help. why my good Lords ailyre your ſelue. of me 
For you haue giue n me cauſe, l by my faith haue you. 
B. il. it pleatd you at th entertamment of the Embaſlador 
To grace the kigg ſo much as with a (hew? 
Now were your Nudie ſo well furniſhed, 
As tor the paising of the fuſt nighres ſporte 
Io cntercaiae my father with the like: 
Or any tuck like pleaſing motion, 
Allure your lelte it would content them well. 
Heer, Is this all? 
Bu, Ithis is ail, 
Hier. Why then lle fit you, ſay no more, 
When lwas young | gaue my aunde, 
And pli de my felte to truiclefle Poettie: 
Which though it profitethe Proteflor naught, 
ec is ic palsing ple. ſiag to the world, 
Li And how tor that? 
Fe, Marry, my goot Lord, thus. 
And yet me thinke you ate too quicke with vs. 
Wanea in Toledo, there I itudicd, 
It was my chance to write a T ragediet 
X 3 
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Zee heete my Lords, He ſhewes them 4 Books, 
Which long forgor, I found this other day. 
Now would your Lord(hips fauour me ſo much, 
As but to grace me with your acting it: 
I meane,cach one of you to play a part, 
Aſlure you, it will prooue malt pasſing ſtrange, 
And wondcrous plauſible to that ailembly. 
Bal. what? would you haue vs play a T ragedie? 
Hier. why. Nero thought it no ciſparagement; * 
And Kinges an. Emperours haue tane delight, 
To make experience of their wittes in playes, 
Lor. Nay, be not angrie good Hicronimo, 
The Prince but asked a queſtion, 
Bal. In faith Hieronimo, and you be in earneſt, 
Ile make one. 
Lor, and l, another. 
Hier. Now, my good Lord, could you entteat 
Your filter Be, imperis to make one, 
For whats a play without a woman in't? 
Del. Little entreatie (hall ſerue.me Yueronime, 
For | muſt needes be imployed in your play, 
Fixer, Why this is well, 1 tell you Lordinges, 
It was determined to haue beene ated, 
By Gentlemen and Schollers too: 
Such as could tell what to ſpeake. 
Bal. And now it ſhall be {aid by Princes and Couttiers, 
Such as can tell how to ſpeake : 
If as it is our Country maner, 
You will but let vs know the Argument. 

Hire. That ſhall I roundly. The Chronicles of Spine, 
Record this written of a Knight ot Rhodes: 
He was berothed and wedded at the lenght, 
To one Perſe4s, ap Italian Dame, 

Whoſe beautie tauiſhed all that her beheld, 

Eſpecially the ſoule of Solan, 

Who at the marriage was the cheeſeſi gueſt 

By ſandry meanes ſought Soma to winne 
ä 
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Perſedat loue, and could not gaine the ſamei 
Then gan he breake his pas ſions to a friend, 
One ot his Baſhawes whom he held full deare, 
Her had this Baſhaw long ſolicited, 
And faw (he was not otherwiſe to be wonne, 
But by het husbandes death: this Knight ot Rhodes, 
Whom preſently by treacheric he ſlew. 
She ſtirde with an exceeding hatetherefore, 
As cauſe of this, ſlew Solmar: 
And to eſcepe the Baſhawes tyrannie. 
Did tab her ſelfe : and this is the T ragedie, 

L:r. O, excelentz 

Bel. But ſay, Hieremimo, What then became of him 
That was the Baſhaw 

Hie. Mary thus: mooued with remorſe of his miſdeedes, 

Ran to amountaine top and hangd himſelfe. 

Bal. But which of vs is to performe that part? 

Hir. O, that will I my Lords, make no daubr of it. 
Ile play the murderer I warrant you, 
For I already haue conceited that. 

Bat. And what ſhall I? 

Flu. Great Sohmanihe Turkiſh Emperour, 

Lor. And 1? g 

Hie. Erafto, the Knight of Rhodes, 

Bel. And l- 

Hu. Perſeda,chalte, and reſolute, 
And heere, my Lordes are ſeuerall abſtrats Erawne, 
For cach of you to note your partes, 
And act it as occaſionꝰs offered you. 
You muſt pronide a Turkiſh cappe, 
A blacke muſtacio, and a Fauchion. 

Giues a paper to Bal. 
You, with a Ctoſſe, like a Knight of Rhodes. 
Les anot ber to Lr. 

And Madame, you muſt attyre your ſelfe 


; "2 Bil e. ber, 
Like Phabe, Flora, or the huntieſle, 
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Which to your deſcretion ſhall ſeeme beſt, 
And as for me my Lords, lle looke to one, 
And with the raaſome that the Nico. rey ſent, 
-So furniſh and performe this Tragedie, 
s all the — (hall Ia Hicronimo 
Was lib rail in gracing of it fo. 
Ba, Hieromms, me thinkes a Comedie were better. 
Flirt. A Cunnedie, fie, Comedies are fit for common wits, 
ut to preſent a Kingly troupe with-all, - 
G:ue me a llatcly wricen Tragedie, 
Tr.zeurcothor nato, fitting Kings, 
Contaming matter, aud not common things, 
My Lords, all this mult be performed, 
As fitting for the fu ſt nights reuelling. 
T he Italian Tragedians were ſo ſharpe of wit, 
I hat in one h-»yers meditation, 
I bey would pertorme any thing in action. 
Lor. And well it may, tot 1 haue jeene the like 
In Paris, mongſt the French Tragedians. 
Flr. in Pu, mas and well rewembied, 
I here's one thing more that rclt's for vs to doe. 
Zal. Whats that Hieromi noi forget not aay things 
Hlier. Each one of ys mull aQ lus patt, a 
In vnknowne languages. « 
hat it may breed the mote varietie. 
As you, my Lord in Latiu: l, in Grecke, 
J ou in Italian: and for becaule | know 
That Bel-1mperic hath practiſed the French, 
Ia ceurcly French (hall all her phraſes be. 
Bel. You meaneto try my cunning then Flierozime. 
Bal. But this will be a mcere contuſion, 
And hardly ſhall we all be vnderſlood. 
Hier. It mult be ſo, for the concluſion 
Shall pooue the inuention. and all wa» good: 
And I my ſelfe in an Orauon, 
And with a ſtrange and won · lerous ſhe w beſides, 
T hat I will haue there behinde a curtaine, 


Aſſur: 
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Aflure your ſelſe ſhall make the matter knowen, 
And all ſhall be concludcd in one Sceane, | 
Fot there's no pleaſure tane in teadiouſneſſe. 
Fail, How like you this? 
Lr. Why thus my Lord, we muſt reſolue 
To ſooth his humors vp. 
Bal. Onthen (H:.ronims; farewell till ſoone. 
Here, Youle plie this geeref 
Lor. I warrant you. 
Fxennt all but Hierommo. 
Hir. I, why ſo: Now fhall I ſee the fall of Babylon, 
Wrought by the hcauens in this confuſion, 
And it the world hike not this Tragedie, 
Hurd is the hap of old H. eronimo. Ext, 
Enter Iſabella with a weapom. 
Tell me no more,O monſtrous homicides, 
Since neither pietie nor pittic mooues 
The King to Juſtice or compasſion: 
I will reuenge my ſelfe vpon this place, 
Where they murdered my beloued Sonne. 
She cuts downe the Arboar. 
Downe with theſe branches, and theſe loathTome boughes 
Of this vnfortunate and fatall Pine. | 
Downe with them [ſabella, rent them: vp, 
And burae the rootes from wheace the reſt is ſprung, 
Iwill not leaue a toote, a [lalkea tree, 
A bough,a branch, a bloſſome, nor aleafe, 
No, not an heatbe within this Garden plot. 
Accurſed complot of my miſerie: 
Fruiteleſſe for euer may this Garden be, 
Barren the earth, and blis lelle whoſoeuer 
Imagines got to keepe it vnmanured. 
An Eallerue winde commixt with noyſome aytes, 
Shall blaſt the Plants and the young Saplings, 
The earth with Serpents ſhall be peſteted, 
And paſſengers for teare to be infect, 
Shall ſtand a 3 at it, tell 
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There murdred, died the ſonne of /abells, 


I licere he did, and heete 1 him imbrace, 
See where his Ghoſt ſolicites with his woandes 
Reue nge on het that ſhou!d teuenge his death. 
Hircnmo, make haſle to fee thy ſonne, 
For Sorro v and Ditpoire hath cited me, 
To heate Horatio plead with Mud mant. 
Make haſte Hieron im to hold excutde 
Thy necligence in purſuite of their deathes, 
Whole hatefull wrath bereau'd him ot his breath, 
Ah ha, thou doeſt delay thenr-deaths, 
Forgiues the mnrderers of thy noble Sonne, 
And none but I, beſlirre me to no ende: 
And as I curſe this tree from further fruice, 
So ſhall my wombe be curſed for his lake; 
And with this weapon will I wound the breſt, 
The hapleſſe brelt that gaue Horatio ſucke, 

Sbe ft abs ber ſel & 


Enter Hieronim», be noche: vp the Curt tine, 
Enter the Duke F Caſtue, 
Caſt. How now Hiercn:mo, where's your fellowes, 
That you take all this paine? 
Heer. O fir, itis for the Authors credite, 
To looke that all thinges may goe well 
But good my L-let me entteat your Grace, 
To giue the King the coppie of the Play: 
This is the Argument of what we ſhew, 
Caſt. Iwill Hicronumo. 
Hier. One thing more my good L. 
Caſt, What's that? 
Haier. Let me entreat your Grace, 
That when the traine are paſt into the Gallerie, 
Yeu would youchiafe to throw me downe the key, 

Caſt, I will Yuronmo, Exu Caſt. 
Hier, What are you readie Balthazar? 
Bring a Chaite and a Cuſhion tor the King. 

8 Enter 
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Enter Balthazar with a Chaire. 
Well done Za'thazar, hang vp the Title: : 
Our Sceane is Rhodes : What, 1s your Beard on? 
Bal. Halte on, the other 1s in my hand. 
Em. Diſpatch for ſhame, ate you ſo long? 
Exit Bal, 
Bethinke thy ſelſe Hino, 
Recall thy wittes, receunt thy former wronges 
J hou haſt receiued by murder ot thy Sonne. 
And laſtiy, got leaſt, how /ſebeda, 
Oace bis Mother, and thy deareſt Wife: 
All woe-begou tor him, bath ſlaine her ſelſe: 
Behooues thee then Hieronimo,to be teueng'd. 
+ The plot is layde of dire revenge, 
On then Hieran, purſue teuenget 
For nothing wantes, but acting of reuenge. 
Exit Hiero. 


Enter Spaniſh Ring. Vice ey. Dal: of Caſtile, 
and their trams, * 

King. Now Vice. rey, ſhall we ſee the Tragedie 
Of Suma the Turkiſh Emperour, | 
Perforinde (of pleaſure) by your Sonne, the Prince, 
My Nephew, Dun Le, and my Necce. 

Dice. Who, &eclemmperiat 

Ring. I, and Hlimemmms our Marſhall: 
At wholercqueſt they deine to doo't them ſeluesa 
Theſe be our paſti mes in the Court of Spaine, 
Heere bcother, you ſhall be the Booke - keeper. 
This ij the Argument of that they ſhew. 

He gines him a Books, 


Gentlemen, this Play of Hieronimo in ſundry Languages, 
Was thong ht good to beſet d4ywne i Eugliſh, more largely 
for the eaſier vaderſtandi E to eugry 
piebirque Ruder. 


4a. 
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Enter Balthax &, Bel. mp: a, end Hieronimo. 
. Bathaxar. | 
B Har, chat Rhodes is ours, yeeld heauens the honour, 
And holy Aahomet, our ſacred Prophet: 
And be thou grac't with euetie excellence 
T hat Salim i can giue, or thou deſire. 
But thy deſett in conquering Rhode, is le ſſe 
Then in teſeruing this faire Chriſtian Nimph 
Perſeda, blisfull lampe of excellence: 
Whoſe eyes compell like powretull Adamant, 
The warlike hart of Sohmam to wante, 
King, See Viceroy, that is Balthazar your ſonne, 
That repreſents the Emperour Sul van : 
How well he actes his amoutous pas ſion. 
Dice. I, Belimperia hath taught him that. 
Caſtile, That's becauſe his minde runs all on Bel-imperia, 
Hie. What euer ioy earth yeeldes, betide your Ml aieſtie. 
Bl. Earth yeeldes no iay, without Per/ec as loue. 
Hier. Then let Perſe a on your Grace attend. 
Zal. She $hall not waight on me. but | on her, 
Drawne by the influence of her liglites, Iyeeld. 
Bur let my friend the Rhodian Knight come tooth, 
Erajto, deatet then my life to mee, 
That he may lee Perſidz my beloued. 
Enter Evr.ijto, 
Ring. Heere comes L:renzo,looke vpon the plot, 
And tell me brother, what part playes he? 
Bel. Ah, my Eraſto, welcome to Ycrſeau. 
Era. Thriſe happie is Eraſto, that thou liueſt, 
Rhode loſſe is nothing to Eraſtses joy, 
Sich his Perſeda liues, his life ſutuiues. 
Bal. Ah Biſbaw, heete is loue betwixt Erafts 
And faire Perſeda,ſoueraigne of my ſoule. 
Hero. Remooue Eraſte mightie Solmman, 
And then Perſeda will be quickly wonne. 
Bal, Eraſt» is my ſtiend, and while he liues, 
Perſeda neuet will remooue her lone. 


Hier, L of 
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Hier, Let not Eraſto liue to grieue great Salman. 
Bal. Deate is Eraſto in our princely eye. 
Hier. But if he be your tiuall, let him die. 
B.. Why let him die, ſo loue commaundeth me, 

Yet grieue I that Eraſto ſhould ſo die. 

Hier. Eraſto, Salman ſaluteth thee, 
And lets thee wit by mee, his highneſſe wills 
Which is, thou ſhouldſt be thus employde. 
. Stab bims, 
Bel. Aye me Erafto, ſee Soliman, Fraſtos (Laine. 

Betl. Vet liuech Solimar to comfort thee, 
Faire Queene ofþcautie, let not fauour die, 
But with a gratious eye behold his griefe, 
That with Per/edacs be autie is encrealt, 
If by Perſedacs griefe be not teleaſt. 

Bel. Tyrant. deſiſt ſoliciting vaine ſuites, 
Relentleſſe are mine eares to thy laments, 
As thy butcher is pittileſſe and baſe, 
Which ſceazd on my Eraſte, harmele ſſe Knight, 
Vet by thy power thou thinkelt to commauiid, 
And to thy power Perſeda doeth obey 
But were ſhe able, thus ſne would reuenge 
T hy treacheries on thee ignoble Prince 

Let ber ſtab bim. 

Aud 6n her ſelfe, ſhe would be thus reueng'd, 
ber ſelfeS 


King, Well ſayd old Marchall this was brauely done. 


Hur, But Bel mperia playes Perſeda well. 

Vice, Were this in earneſt Be/ymperia, 
You would be better to my ſonne then ſo. 

Kimg. But now what followes for Ffier ave? 

Hier, Mary, this followes for Hirronimo: 
Heere breake we off our ſundry Languages, 
And thus conclude I in our vulgar tongue: 
Happely you thinke,but booteleſſe be your thoughtest 
That this is fabulouſly counterfeit, 
And that we doe asall Tragedians doe, 
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To die to day for (faſhioning our Sceane) 
The death of eA:ax,or ſome Romans Deere, 
And in a minute ſtarting vp againe, 
Rewiue :o pleaſe ro mattowes audience, 
No Princes, know | am FHrieronime, 
The nopeleile facher of a hapleſſe ſonne, 
Whoic tongue is tun'd to tell his lateſt tale, 
Not to excule groſſe erronrs in the Play. 
I ce your lookes vrge inltance of theſe wordes » 
Behold the reafon viging me to this. 
He ſbemæ his dead ſonne, 
See heere my ſhew, looke on this ſpeaFFt : 
Heere lay my hope, and heere my hope hath endet 
Heere lay my hart, and heere my hatt was ſlaine: 
Heere lay my treaſure, heere my treaſure loſt; 
Heere lay my bhſle,aad heere my bliſſe bereft : 
But hope, hart, treaſure, ioy, and bliſſe, 
All flcd,failde,dyed; yea all decayde with this. 
From foorth cheſe woundes came breath that gaue me life: 
They murdered me that made theſe fatall markes: 
The cauſe as loue, whence grew this mortall hate: 
The hate, Lorenzo and young Balthazar : 
The loue, my ſonne to Bel-:mperia: 
But night the coueter of accurſed crimes, 5 
Wich pitckie ſilenc e huſht the traytors harmes, 
And lent them leaue, for they had forted leaſure, 
To take aduantage in my Garden plot, 
Vpon my donne, ny deare &: oratio : 
There mercileſſe they butchered vp my Boy, 
Ja blacke darke night, to pale dim cruell Death: 
Hee ſhrikes, I heard, and yet mee thinkes I heare 
His diſmal} out- ctie ecche in the ayre : 
With ſooneſt ſpeed I haſted tothe noyſe, 
Where hanging on atree I found my Sonne, 
Through girt with woundes,and ſlaughtered as you ſeet 
And greeued I,(thinke you) at this ſpectacle 
Speake Portingales, whole loſſe reſembles mine, 
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If chou canft w on.chy A 
Tu like l 1 2. | | 
And you my Lord, whole reconciled ſonne, 
Marcht in a Net, and thought himſelſe vnſeene, 
And rated me for braine- lic ke lanacie, | 
Wich God amende, chat mad firronmme, 

Ho can you brooke our Playes Cataſtrophe? 
And heere behold this bloodie Hand-kercher, 
Which at Horatices death, 1 (weeping) dipt 
Within the riuet of his bleeding wouades: 

It as propitious,lee I have reſetued, 

And neue x hatli it left my blood;e hart, 

Soliciting remembrance of my Vow : 

With thele, O cheſe accurſed murderers; 

Which now performde,my hart is ſati>fied: 

And to this ende, the Baſpaw l became, 

That night teuenge me on Le life, 
Who theretore was appoynted to the party 

And was toteprelent the Knight of Rheda, 

That [might kill him more conueniently. 

So UVice-roy, was this Zalrbazar thy ſonne, 

T hat So; man which Bel-onperia 

In perlon.of Pereda murdered : 

Soly appoynted to that Trayicke part, 

T hac the inight ſlay lum that offended her, 
Poore Ve'.mperia milt her part in this, . 

For though the Storie ſayth ſhe ſhould haue dyed, 
Yet | of kindnefle and of care to her, 

Did other:vile determine of het end. 

But loue of hiri, whom they did hate too much, * 
Did urge her reſolution to be ſuch. 

And Princes, now behold A. ron 

Author and Actor in this Trage het 
Bearing his lateſt fortune ia lus fiſt, 
And will as reſolute conclude his part, 
At any of the Actors gone be'ore. 
Aud Gentles, thus I gade my Play, 
| Vrge 


. 
s \ 
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Vrge no more wordes, I have no more to ley, 
Hee runs to bang bimſclfe, 


Rug. O hearken Uice-roy, hold Hierenimos. 
Brother,mmy Nephew and thy Sonne are ſlaine. 
Dice. We ate betrayde, my Bakhbazar is ſlaine. 
Breake ope the doores; ran, ſaue Hirremimo. 
Tb breaketn, and bold Hieromimo. 
Hreronime,doc but informe the King of theſe euentes, 
Vpon mine honour thon ſhalt haue no hatme. 
Hier. Vice. rey. I will not truſt thee with my life, 
Which I this day haue offcred to my Sonne: (die. 
Accurſed wretch,why ſtay'ſt thou him that was reſolud to 
Kim, Speake tr mot, damned bloody murderer ſpeake, 
For now l haue thee, | will make thee (peake: 
Why haſt thou done this vndeſeruing deer 
Dice. Why hafl thou murdered my Balthazar? 
Caſt. Why haft thou butchered both my children thus? 
Hur. But are you ſure they are dead? 
Cas. I ſl une, too ſure. 
Hier. What, and yours too? 
Duc. I, all are de adznot one of them ſuruiue. 
. Her. Nay, then | cate not: come, and we ſhall be friends 
Let vs lay out heades together: 
See, heere's a goodly nooze will hold them all, 
Dice. Odamned Deuill, how ſecure he is. 
Hier. Secure, hy doeſt thou wonder at it? 
Itell thee Yice-rey, this day I haue ſcene reueng'd, 
And in that fight, am growne a prouder Monarch, 
Then euet late vnder the Crowne of Spaiae: 
Had I as many liues as there be Startes, 
As many Heauens to go to, as thoſe liues, 
Ide giue them all, l and my ſoule to boote, 
But I would ſee thee ride in this ted poole. 
Caſt. Speake, Who were thy confedetates in this? 


Vice. That was thy daughtesPhapperia, 
For by ber hand my Balthace was flaine, 


I ſaw, 


The Spaniſh Tragedie. 
Iſa her ſtab him, 
Hier. O good wordes: as deareto me was my Horatio 
As yours,or ron yours my L. to you. 
My guilcleſſe Sonae was by Lorenzo ſlaine, 
Ana by Lene, and that Batbatar, a 
Am I at laſt revenged thorowly, 
Vpon whoſe ſoules may Heauens be yet revenged 
With greater farre,then theſe afſlictions. 
Mee thinkes ſince I grew inward with R-nenge, 
I can not looke with ſcorne enough on Death, 
Km. What, doſt chou mocke vs ſlaue, bring torturs forth; 
Hier. Doe, doe, doe; and meane time lle torture you; 
You had a Sonne ( as | take it) and your Sonne 
Should ha'c been married to your daughter? ha, waſt not ſo% 
You had a Sonne too, hee was my Lieges Nephew 
Hee was proud and polliticke: had hee liued, 
Hee might a come to weare the Crowne of Spaine. 
I thinke twas ſo t twas I that killed him, 
Looke you, this ſame hand,twas it that ſtab'd 
His hart, doe ye ſee this hand, 
For one Horatio, if you ever knew him? 
A youth, one that they hanged vp in his fathers Garden: 
One that did force your valiant Sonne to yeelde, 
While your more valiant Sonne did take him priſoner, 
Vice. Be deafe my ſences, l can heare no more, 
King. Fall heauen,and couer ys with thy ſad ruines, 
Caſt, Rowlc all the world within thy pitchie cloud, 
Hur. Now dol applaud what 1 haue ated, 
N unck mers cade manus. 
Now to expreile the rupture of my part, 
Firſt take my tongue, and afterward my hart. 
He bites out his tongue. 
King, O monſterous reſolution of a wretch, 
See Vice- rey, he hath bitten foorth his tongue, 
Rather then to teueale what we requirde. 
Caſt, Let can he write, 
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King. And if in this he ſarisfic vs not, 
We will deuiſe th'extteameſt kind of death 
That euer was inueuted fora wretch. 
He makes fimes ſer a knife to mende l is ten. 
(ft. O, he would haue a knite to mende his pen, 
ice. Heete, and acuiſe thee that thou write the troth. 
Looke to my brothet, ſaue Hicronime. 
He with the knife ſtabs the Duke and him ſelſo. 
King. What age bath euer heard ſuch monlirous deedes? 
My Brother, and the whole ſucceeding hope, 
That Spame expeRed, after my diſceaſe. 
Goc beare his bodic hence, that we may mourne 
Thelofle of our beloued brothers death, 
That he may be intomb'd what ere befall, 
I am the next, the neareſt laſt of all. 
Vice. And thou Den Pedro, doe the like for ys, 
Take vp our haples ſonne, vntimelie ſlaine: 
Set me with him, and he with wofull mee, 
Vponthe maine ma of a Ship vnmand, 
And let the winde and tide hale inc along 
To Salas barking and vntamed giieſet 
Or to the lothſome poole of Ac heron, 
To weepe my want for my ſueete Balthazar, 
Spare hath notefuge for a Perting ale. Exeune. 


T he Trumpe tr ſound a dead March, the Ning of Spain 
mourmmg after his brothers bo dy and the Aug of Por- 
ting ale b:aring the body of his ſonne. 


Enter Ghoſt and Reuenęr. 
af. of 
I, now my hopes haue ende in their effectes, 
When blood and ſorrow finiſh my deſires; 
Horatio murdercd in his fathers Bower, 
Vile Serberine by Pedringenoſlaine: 
Falſe Pearmgans hang'd by quaint deuice, 


Faire 
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Faire Iſabel by her ſelſe miſdone, 
prince Bulthaz.e by Bel-tmperialſtab'd, 
The Dake of Caſtile and his wicked Sonne, 
Both done to death by olde Hierenimo: 
My Bel. imperia falne as Dide fell, 
And good Hierouimo ſlaine by himſelſe: 
, thele were ſpectacles to pleaſe my ſoule. 
Now will I begge at louely Preſer pine, 
That by the vertue ot her Princely doome, 
I may conſort my friendes in pleaſing fort, 
And oa my fooes worke iuſt and ſharpe revenge, 
lle lead my friend Horatiothrovgh thole fieldes 
Where neuer dying warres are {till inurde. 
Ile lead faire /ſabellato that traine, 
Where Pittie weepes, but neuer feeletli pꝛine. 
Ile jead my Bel. imperia to thoſe ioyes, 
T hat veſtall Virgins, and faire Queenes poſſeſſe. 
Ile lead Hierenimo where Orpheus play es, 
Adding ſweete pleaſure to eternall dayes. 
But ſay Reuemge, tot thou muſt helpe, or none, 
Againſt the teſt, how ſhall my hate be ſhou ne? 

Reuenęe. 
This hand ſhall hale them downe to deepeſt hell, 
Where nought but Furies, Bug and T ortures dwell. 

hojt. 

Then ſweete Renenge, do this at my requeſt, 
Let me be iudge, and doome them to vnreſlz 
Let looſe poore T um from the Waltures gripe, 
And let Don Ciprian ſupply his roome. 
Place Don Lorenzo on Ixions wheele, N 
And let the Louets endles paine ſurceaſe: 
Inno forgets old Wrath, and grauats him eaſe, 
Hang Balthaz.tr about Ch:reras necke, 
Andlet him there bewaile his bloodie loue, 
Repining at our ioyes that are aboue. 
Let Serberine goe to le the farall Stone, 
M 3. And 
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T he Spanifh Tragedie. 
And take from Sicipm his endleiſe mone; 
Falſe Pedring azo for his treacherie, 
Let him be dragde through boyling eAcherex, 
And there liue dying ſtill in endles flames, +» 
Bla!pheming Gods, and all their holy names. 
Renenge, 
Then haſte we downe to meete thy friends and foes, 
To place thy triendes in eaſe, the reſt ia woes: 
For hecre though Death hath end their miſetie, 
Ile there begin their endleſſe Tragedic. Excuxt, 


FINIS. 


Ienptinted by V.. for T.Pauier. 
1603. 


